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Bliss-Alver To Go Into New Home | 


The Saginaw Board of Commerce is now erecting for this institution, with- 
out doubt, the finest private school building in Michigan. This new building is 
to be located on the corner of Johnson Street and North: Washington Avenue. 
The building is now under construction and will be ready for occupancy about 
September first. 


SUMMER SCHOOL 
The regular Summer School classes of the Bliss-Alger will be started on 


June 4th and |8th and July 9th. A special six weeks course is offered to those 
who have had commercial work. 


If interested in either the Summer or Fall Terms, write or call for catalog 


F. R. ALGER 


Saginaw, Michigan 


KLOPF & ROBERTS 


Let us figure a Worth While Investment in your home. 
A 


Premier Warm Air 
Heating System 
In Your Home. 


Sheet Metal Workers 
‘Roofing & Eaves 
Troughing 


Wrecked Autos put in 


ge iy IER Shape, Radiator Rebuilt 


We will do all we can to please you. 
Try Our Service 802 Hoyt Ave. 
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Train Boy: Where is Pickwick, 
Bill? 

Brakeman: Sounds as if it might 
be somewhere in the hinterland. 
Why? 


Train Boy: Some people are always 
trying to boost their home town. A 
man back there just asked me if I 
had the Pickwick Papen: —Judge. 

“The evidence seems to show,” said 
the detective, “that the thief wore 
rubbers and walked backward.” 

“Then we must look out for a man 
with receding gums,” murmured one 
of the force.” —Herald and Presby- 
tery. 

* * * 

“Are you sure you have shown me 
all the principal parts of this car?” 
asked the fair prospective purchaser, 

“Yes, madam, all the main parts,” 
replied the dealer. 

“Well, then, where is the deprecia- 
tion? Tom told me that was one of 
the biggest things about a car.” —The 
Argonaut. 

x % % 

“Yes. sir, I always. goes to church 
when you preaches.” 

“I am glad to hear that, but why 
when I preach? Why not every Sun- 
day?” 

“Because I’m always sure of getting 
a good seat pipen. on. preaches, sir!” 

Reporter: I ta a good piece of 
news here this morning. I found a 
person who has been confined to one 
room his entire life. 

Editor: Good! Send it up. Who is 
it? 

Reporter: Why, the -three-day-old 
baby down at our house. 

xe 

“Bill,” said a sailor, looking up 
from his writing, “do you spell ‘sense’ 
with a ‘œ or an SI” 

“That depends,” replied his friend. 
“Do you refer to ‘cents’ meaning 
money, or ‘sense, meaning brains?” 
“Aw, I don’t mean either of them 
two!” was the reply. “What I want 
to say is, ‘I ain’t seen him sense.’ ”— 
Boston Transcript. 


JUNE, NINETEEN TWENTY-THREE 


West Side 
Stew. 878 


East Side 
Riv. 4000 


USE 
GENESEE COAL 


Lumber, Building Supplies 
Roofing, Hard and Soft Coal 
Coke, Wood, Maple Clippings 


Genesee Coal Co. 


Main Office 501 Emily St. 
Branch Yards 2020 S. Michigan 


H. W. Schwannecke A. Schwannecke 


MERSHON, EDDY, PARKER 
COMPANY 


White Pine Lumber 
and 
Other Forest Products 


Schirmer Drug Co. 


“On one spot since 1883” 
In our Candy Department 


Gilbert's Panamas 

Wilber’s Chocolate Buds 
Whitman’s Samplers 

Martha Washington Chocolates 
'Mullane’s Taffy 
Se. Soa Fae and Shew ee and Shaw “Scotchee” 
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CThe New Stules 


Today's modes no longer conform to 
the figure. They merely suggest. 


Much of the charm of their flowing 
lines and artistic draping depends upon 
the way the corset poises the figure be- 


neath them. 


To those women who desire to inter- 
pret these new styles correctly we recom- 
mend the lighter weight. 


Moparr (SORSETS 


Front Laced 


TWO WORDS COVER THEM ALL 


RELIABLE 


[UFKIN 


TEC 

Proves 6 olg 
4.15, 16. 17-7 

PErECeceee cece ecee oo) 


MECH 
TAPES -- PROGRESSIVE LINES -- RULES 


If 
Speclty [VIN THE LUFKIN ULE ÇO. Saginaw, Mich. 


Send for Catalogue 


mor 


rs. mee 
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You really ought to see our chokers. They are the smart- 
est you have ever seen. The prices are very reasonable. A 
special is our Stone Marten Opossum Choker at $6.50. 


Also Sport Sweaters, Scarfs & Kerchiefs. 
The Kind You See in the Big Cities 


Che Opperman Fur Company 


FRANKLIN AT TUSCOLA 


Over SEEMANN & PETERS 


Come Back. 


When the Plumber makes a mistake 
he charges twice for it. 

When a Lawyer makes a mistake he 
has a chance to try the case all over 
again. 

When a Carpenter makes a mistake, 
it’s just what he expected. 

When a doctor makes a mistake, he 
buries it. 

When a Judge makes a mistake, 
it becomes the law of the land. 

When a Preacher makes a mistake, 
everybody knows the difference. 
When a teacher makes a mistake, 
IT was an ACCIDENT, his or her 
speech becomes bruised. 

But when an Editor makes a mistake, 
—GOOD NIGHT.— 


xe * 
She: “What animal falls from the 
sky?” 
He: “Rain dear.” 


I stood on the bridge at midnight, 

The sun was shining fair, 

When somebody took the bridge 
away, 

And left me standing there. 

*** 

Dentist (to patient, about to under- 
go an operation, who is opening his 
purse) 

“No, don’t bother to pay me in ad- 
vance.” 

Patient:“ I'm not, I was only count- 
ing my money before you gave me the 
gas.” 

* * * 

Q. “What is the biggest surgical 
operation ever performed?” 

A. “Lansing Michigan.” 

The women follow the fashions, 

Adopting whatever is new, 

The men followed abbreviated skirts, 

For some considerable distance too. 


Dresses for Baccalaurate and Graduation 


The Smartest Styles at Most 
Reasonable Prices. 


Che Marney Co. 


MICHIGAN AVENUE AT HANCOCK 


WEST SIDE 
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A Dreadful Acccident 


We learn that a dreadful accident 
happened last night, yesterday morn- 
ing about two o’clock in the after- 
noon, before breakfast. A hungry 
boy, about 40 years old, bought a flip- 
custard for a cent, threw it through a 
stone brick wall, nine feet thick, jump- 
ed over it and broke his leg above his 
right knee. He fell into a dew-mill! 
pond and was drowned. About 40 
years after that, on the same day, a 
high wind blew, such a getting up- 
stairs, I never did see with my eyes 
shut—knocked the old churn over and 
killed a cow and two dead pigs at 
Maysfield, Millan company, Texas, 
there was a deaf and dumb showman 


talking French to his aunt. 
x ok X 


I know a young man who attends 
church regularly and clasps his hands 
so tight during prayer that he can’t 
get them open when the contribution 


box comes around. 
x * x 


A book agent took refuge under a 
hay-stack during a thunder-storm and 
the lightning struck him on the head, 
glanced off and killed a mule two 
hundred yards away. 

x x * 

It’s a great comfort to be left 
alone,” said an Irish lover, ‘‘especial- 
ly when your sweetheart is wid you.” 

x x * 


“Did you ever see a pig wash?” 
“No, but I saw a pig iron.” 
x x a 


“Do you think there is any danger 
in going up in a balloon?” 
“Not half as much as coming down.” 
x X * 


A paper bag holds the remains of 
John O’day. 
That’s all we could find when the 
smoke cleared away. 
xX * x 


This marks the grave of Ikey Rosingki 
Since Ikey died he’s been dead ever 
sincski. 


With all Good Wishes 
To You At 


Graduation Time 


SEEMANN & PETERS 


“Saginaw’s Pioneer Engravers” 


Franklin at Tuscola 
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SAGINAW TIP MATCHES 


Mfd. by 


Sommers Bros 
MATCH CO. 


COWLES & MUTSCHELLER 
ARCHITECTS 


1 to 6 Chase Block Saginaw Mich. 


DR. W. L. CREGO, 
DENTIST 


Mason Building 


F. W. PERRY 
GROCER 


254 SHERIDAN FEDERAL 74 


—— 


For Graduation 


G 


JEFFERSON AT TUSCOLA 


Dr. Frederick J. Cady 


THE 


Diseases of the Eye, Ear, Nose and 
Throat. Glasses Fitted. 


WEICHMANN BUILDING 
Suite 401 
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Walk-Over's 


of Course 


o————_- 


OWENS SHOE CO. 


322 GENESEE 


FLOWERS Resources over $4,500,000 


Don't hesitate because the first 
deposit may be small. We will 
gladly open an account for 


Ss1.00 


4 per cent 
Interest Paid 


The American 
State Bank 
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“I here you had a wild time last 
night at the Nurse’s Home with a 
trained nurse?” 

“No. Not trained.” 


yy 
w * * 


Marriage License Clerk: ‘‘Have 
you ever been married, and if so, how 
many times?” 

Henry E for the third 
time) —But you once said I was the 
light of your life. 

Alice—Oh, my! must I have father 
put you out again. 

Dusty—Do you like French kisses? 

Miller—No, I never could stand 
that imported candy.—Punch Bowl. 


Judge: “Whats this man charged 
with, officer?” 

Cop: “Careless walkin’, yer Honor. 
He bumped into a truck and bent 
both fenders and the radiator.” —The 
American Legion Weekly. 
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THE FLAPPER 
She puts the spice in our dull life, 
The flapper, bonny, gay and blythe, 
She’s there with a heart that’s open 
wide, 


She has a face with one true side. 

When all the world is glum and blue, 

She’s there with a smile that’s good 
and true, 

She’ll make you laugh and cheer you 


up, 
With the curved lips and the gay tea? 
cup. 


So here’s to you! You flapperkind! 

To idle gossip never mind! 

You’re good, you’re true, you are pure 
gold, 

The hearts and minds of us you mould. 
He left promptly at ten-thirty. She 

went into the next room where mother 

was awaiting the young man’s depart- 

ure. Mother exclaimed, “Why, Dor- 

othy, why did you wash all the com- 

plexion off your left cheek?” 


MORLEY 
BROTHERS 


SPECIALIZE. IN 
High Quality Merchandise 


FROM MANUFACTURERS OF 
NATIONAL STANDING 


Nettleton Dress Shoes 
Wilson's Hosiery 
Bass Athletic Shoes 
Mark Cross Gloves 
Knickerbocker Knit Coats 
Newton Sport Shirts 
Goldsmith Track Clothing 
Kellar-Koat Sweaters 
Tom Logan Golf Shoes 
McGregor Golf Clubs 


We solicit the complete outfitting of 
Athletic Teams and Classes. 


MoRIEy BROTHERS 


“At Your Service Since 1863” 
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Choosing a Business 


By Arthur G. Zeller 


What business will you enter? 

Successful men are not “born,” they 
are ‘‘made.’’ Foresight, planning, 
training, is what “makes” them. 


Naturally you wish to select a voca- 
tion in which you can render a real 
service, establish a permanent life 
work for yourself, and make money. 
Most fellows, too, have an ambition 
eventually to own a business of their 
own. 


I have been instrumental in training 
so many men, during the past twelve 
years, for practical business success, 
that I feel that I can offer some helpful 
suggestions to you. 


The automobile has become a per- 
manent part of our life. There are 
over twelve million in use today. New 
cars are being built at the rate of 
250,000 or more per month. ‘Auto- 
mobile Row” is the center of activity 
in every city; the automobile stores 
are bright, clean, well-lighted, busy, 
profitable. The Automobile Dealer is 
an important business man and he can 
make a large income. 


Why not select this business now, 
and begin to think about how you will 
gain each step of promotion to it? 


To succeed as an automobile dealer, 
aman must have at least a High School 
education, a technical (mechanical) 
training, and a business training. The 
untrained man does not succeed in this 
business, because it requires a very 
high-grade type of man. 


You have already begun your train- 
ing in the school work which you have 
had. You can begin the mechanical 


training now, too, by putting in the 
summer at the Michigan State Auto- 
mobile School, at Detroit. Located in 
the automobile center of the world, 
this school offers unparalleled advan- 
tages to the man who is going to make 
the automobile business his life work. 
This school is endorsed by the govern- 
ment and by the automobile industry. 

A knowledge of the automobile is 
also an asset in any other business 
which you might enter. 


It is an unsurpassed preparation for 
a university engineering course. 


It provides an easy and sure way for 
a student to earn his way through 
college. 


Detroit, as well as offering the op- 
portunity to learn this business, is a 
delightful city in which to spend the 
summer. Its proximity to the lakes and 
rivers furnishes a pleasant cool climate, 
steamer trips, sailing, swimming, fish- 
ing, all the recreation which is usually 
found only at a summer resort. 


This school has a Welfare Depart- 
ment, which attends to securing rooms 
and good board for students, looks 
after their welfare in all ways and wiil 
report regularly to parents on their 
progress if desired. 


We invite you to visit the school, 
see our students at work, or write for 
the catalog explaining the courses. 
Special questions will be gladly an- 
swered. You may address the Reg- 
istrar, Michigan State Automobile 
School, Box 6226, 8729 Woodward 
Ave., Detroit, Michigan. 
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Dedication 


H. D. HOPKINS 


One who has, during his stay in Saginaw, 
given his all to the school: One who has built 
for Saginaw an enviable reputation for excellent 
class plays: One who has trained debating 
teams that have been winners, One who is a 
friend to all, and has done much toward giving 
to S. H. S. the reputation of which it boasts. 
It is in appreciation of these splendid services, 
during seven years at Saginaw, that this issue of 
the Student Lantern is dedicated to ‘‘HOPPY.”’ 


ATOR CON ET OCCT 


nmmn 


nmmnnnmpananmn 


M LEEH HT nunana nant 


AAEE CUTE aa 


STUDENT LANTERN 


VOL. XVII JUNE 1923 NO. 8 


An account of strange happenings 
| RIB | F. to the schooner, ‘Petrel’’ If you 


lke wierd sea stories read this. 


A TALE OF THE GRAND BANKS 


By B. B ’23 
PART 1—In which the “Petrel” spreads her wings. 


A gale blew that night, a howling nor’easter that had swept across 
a thousand leagues of sea. Reverberating thunders filled the air as the 
wild ocean flung its great breakers against the black sea-cliffs. Volleys 
of cold rain, driven through the darkness by the sweeping gusts, beat 
hecticaly against the window, half drowning in their tattoo, the discon- 
solate wail of the forest, and the dreary luttings and roars of the wind. 
In spite of the congenial warmth of the flickering hearth-fire, a gradual 
silence had fallen over the family group. But the gale seemed to awak- 
en memories in the mind of old captain Donaldson, for as the wind 
wailed the loudest or rattled violently the latch of the door, he would 
take his pipe from his mouth and listen, then, as the tumult momen- 
tarily lessened he would puff once or twice vigorously, and letting his 
head roll back, fix his far-away gaze on the low-beamed ceiling and 
emit a great cloud of smoke. Once he rose, and slowly crossing the 
room, opened the door a crack, peered into the mystery of the night, 
and listened. As he recrossed to his chair, he said, Twas a night like 
this when I first met the sea-wolf.” 

“Sea-wolf?’’ echoed one of the company. 

“VYes—’ Twas over forty years ago, it was, that night.” 

“You can remember that far back?” I queried. 
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“Remember ?—-Ah son, how could I forget?—’Tis s it were yester - 
day. ’Twas on the maiden voyage of my father’s new fishing schooner, 
“Petrel,” she was a handy ship too, she was, and seemed that morning 
to be full ọ the joy o’ living. The day was beautiful with faultless 
blue sky and brisk salt breeze that piled up a neat little sea, even 
there in Gloucester harbor. Every drop of spray, flung as the breeze 
heeled her smartly over, became a sparkling jewel, and the proud bows 
caught necklace after necklace from the crests, and flung them care- 
lessly aside. As we reached the open sea and began to climb and fall 
on the great billows, the course was changed and the crew struck up 
a merry chanty as they trimmed in the thrumming sails. 

The twelve men that comprised the crew, were not the best, but 
were the best obtainable at the time. There were three original Glou- 
cestermen and one old Canadian, five Portugese, dark swarthy lot, good 
sailors though; then there were three Sicilians of uncertain and tricky 
breed whose ever-ready stilettos were a constant source of danger. 
However, they worked well and got along fairly with the rest. The 
cook was an old Swede and a good one. 

I was a sort of a guest of honor, sixteen years of age at the time. 
I had been mixed up in a railroad smash while returning from school in 
the spring, and so was in delicate health. Father said the trip would 
do me.good and made me come along. I needed little urging for I loved 
the sea even as he did. There was a tang in the wind that sent life 
whipping through me and the beauty of that early September morning 
caused me to wonder how men could do aught, but love the vast rest- 
lessness of the storied sea. 

x * * 


Part II—In Which The Sea-Wolf Casts His Net. 


For a week things went along famously, we had no storms and but 
little fog. The mixed crew worked well and the fish-hold filled stead- 
ily with the best of cod. 

One night after the catch had been salted down and the crew had 
gone to the fo’castle to smoke their last pipe before turning in, I heard 
snatches of a sing song chant from the open hatch, and went quietly 
forward to listen. On nearing the square opening I dropped cautious- 
ly on my face and peered guardedly into the fo’castle. There, under 
the rays of the swinging lamp the men sat along the edge of the bunks, 
some in the bunks, but all with pipes of some sort in their mouths. The 
reek arising from stale cooking, bilge water, fish, kerosene and tobacco 
smoke was terrific, but the old Canadian squatted in the darkest nook 
and chanted a strange tale. Caution forced me to withdraw a little 
but those few inches were enough to cause the restless wash of waves 
and the slat and creek of the rigging to half drown the muffled song 
of the old seaman. Fragments however, drifted up and were sufficient 
to set my imagination on fire. 
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“The sea-wolf rides by day, 
Unseen on the crested wave.” 
The wind whined again and the next few lines were lost. 
“The sea-mists rise 
From his cold green eyes.” 

Gray waves lapped solemnly and the night wind wandered across 

the deserted deck. 
“When it storms at night, 
And the sea-wolf rides, 
On the plunging tides, 
And his howl sounds o’er-sides 
One half your catch 
You must fling to the waves 
Till he drags his share 
To his cold sea lair.” 
The words were lost for a moment. 
“Or the sea-wolf waits 
By the cold sea gates.” 
The wind interrupted the chanter with a succession of sighings—and 
the vast ocean washed fitfully on. 

The wild legend took my youthful imagination in a powerful grip 
and in the days that followed I could feel the sea-wolf’s lurking pre- 
sence, could hear his whine in the wind, could see 

“The sea-mists rise 
From his cold green eyes” 
yet I said nothing to my father of the whole affair. When on the fourth 
day, a gale swept down from the north, I was sure that I heard ‘mid 
the confused noises, a wild and wierd cry. 


Part II]—In Which is Sounded the Warning. 


The ship was hove-to and left to care for herself while everyone 
went below. For a long time, under the dim rays of the swinging oil 
lamp, my father studied the chart. I sat in the semi-darkness of the 
corner listening to the gale and feeling the frantic pitching of the little 
ship. About eight bells a sharp knock sounded at the. companion 
hatch. Both of us were startled, though father showed it but little. 
The hatch was opened and the old Canadian clad in wet oilskins spoke: 

“Delegate from crew wishing to speak with you sir.” 

Father looked at him an instant then said gruffly: 

“Come in.”’ 

In silence the two found seats, in silence they sat for a moment, 
then father spoke sharply, “Well?” 

‘Sir,’ began the sailor, “Were nothing but poor God fearing 
men, but we got a right to live and we’re axing you to throw half the 
catch to the sea-wolf.”’ 
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“Half the catch to the sea-wolf?” exploded the captain, “Man 
you’re crazy.” 

“No sir, I ain't crazy, it’s like this—’and he told again the tale of 
the sea-wolf and in finishing said slow and warningly, ‘‘An’ there's 
sounds out thar that the wind don’t make.” With this there rose above 
the sounds of the pitching ship a wild unearthly cry. The captain 
hear it, for at the first note he stopped all movement and listened with 
a look of half formed fear in his eyes. A chill ran up my back. The 
sailor was white with terror; wild eyed he stared at my father as the 
latter regained his composure, then pointing with a shaking hand said 
in a hoarse whisper, “You heard it?” 

“Tis but the wind.” 

“Wind!” burst out the other. “Nay, ’tis the sea-wolf. He warns 
so an’ if ye heed not, in three days another gale comes an’ if ye pay no 
tribute then—’tis the end o’ the Petrel an’ all on board. ’Tis tha sea- 
wolf I tell—!” There came a low snoof at the door as if some great 
dog were snuffing there.. It raised the hair on my head and sent the 
shivers up my back. The captain started half out of his chair and as the 
Canadian crossed himself in terror, rose and bellowed, “‘Go back, you 
fool! Tell them I throw not a single cod over, and PI kill the first man 
that tries to. Forget your fool superstitions! Now—get out!” 

Meekly the man climbed the companionway and departed from the 
little world of the cabin. 


Part [V.—in Which the Spell is Woven. 


It was half an hour before the captain calmed down, then he smok- 
ed his pipe and studied his charts. I turned in, and several times during 
the wild pitching of that night I heard the sea-wolf how! and snoof 
hungrily. Once there came a gnawing sound at the little door. My 
father, expecting to surprise some prowler, flung it open. No 
one was there, but a lurking presence was in the wind. A breath of 
living air wandered chilly past me. The spray and hail pelted the 
decks in sullen, gale-blown showers. 

The storm was gone by the next noon but with it had gone the luck 
of the “Petrel.” For there befell the ship a series of misfortunes and 
inexplainable happenings. Hardly had the gale left when a fire broke 
out in the galley and for a time threatened to be serious. As it was, 
nearly half the stores were damaged, or destroyed. Next, the main 
halyard parted, for no reason at all, and the sail was badly torn. Thea 
she sprung a leak that took half a day to find. None of these were due 
to acts of the crew although life on board was about like life in a pow- 
der magazine. The old willingness was gone, the men shirked their 
work and whispered guardedly together in little knots. Vicious, lurk- 
ing glances were shot at the captain as he ordered them to get to work. 
We were on the verge of mutiny and father knew it; he always went 
armed and he even gave me a revolver and told me to use it if necess- 
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ary. Twice I nearly did, once as I saw a swarthy Sicilian finger his stil- 
etto as my father’s back was turned, and again when one of the Port- 
ugese raised a belaying pin as if to throw, but he saw my gun and grin- 
ned a malicious knowing grin as he replaced the pin. 

On the second day the vast grey nothingness of the fog-sea rolled 
over us and as the rigging clamily dripped and the schooner rolled lisc- 
lessly upon the almost invisible grey swells, a deserted dory drifted 
from out the fog and knocked eerily at the side as if begging to be taken 
in. The abandoned dory mutely told its own tale, and that a mournful 
one. An awed silence prevailed as it was lifted over sides. A strange 
unreality about the whole fog shrouded scene impressed me and left 
me as gloomy as the settling darkness. At some time during the black 
regime of night, that dory vanished—vanished as it had come—in‘o 
the fog. 

When at dawn the disappearance was discovered I thought of the 
sea-wolf, and realizing that this was the third day since his cry, [I 
wondered if the storm would come. Not a single fish had been caught 
since the gale, and, as the fog was gone, the crew put out in the dory, 
but not without sullen mutterings, for the disappearance of the dory 
was to them an omen not to be disregarded. Half a day they stayed 
out-—but before noon the weather thickened a scowling continent of 
leaden hued clouds rolled up from the east. Another gale brooded and 
the sea-birds whee’. d and cried o'er the dull waters as my father lifted 
his great horn and called in the dorys. They came in empty handed, 
there was not even a sign of a fish having been caught. The luck of 
the “Petrel?” was gone. 


Part V.—In Which The Seas Break. 


The men came back in mortal fear of the threatening gale and 
again begged that tribute be paid to the sea-wolf. Again the old Can- 
adian warned my father; again he was ordered back. Then the men 
became sullen, nervous, not knowing which to fear the most, the bark 
of the captain’s revolver or the mysterious sea-wolf. And methought as 
the great clouds rolled up, they took the form of a gigantic wolf's head, 
and the first cold breath whined across- the decks. The crew was 
sluggish and was on the verge of mutiny because of their fears; the 
Sicilians fingered their stilettos and were slow to obey the gruff orders. 

The gale broke and made the former one seem like a summer 
breeze. Father had visions of a record catch and stood with his back 
against the cabin, revolver drawn, guarding the fish hatch before him. 
A half hour passed, the sky was as ink, the great crested waves that 
slashed down upon us allied themselves with insanely shreiking gusts 
and kept up a bedlum of sound. Midst one of those wild roars there 
came the unearthly cry of the sea-wolf. It chilled me to the heart. 
Father heard it too. Among the men, terror overcame caution and 
they rushed wildly toward the fish hatch, the revolver barked, they 
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drew back, one holding a bleeding arm. So they stood, captain and 
crew, with the fish hatch between. 

The schooner was laboring frightfully. I was as terrified as the 
seamen and begged father to pay tribute and throw half the catch to 
the waiting sea-wolf. Father 1eplied coldly, “The place for babies 
is below.” 

Hardly had the wind whipped the words from his lips when, with 
a deafening report, the storm jib burst. Again rose the awful cry of 
the sea-wolf. I saw my father cringe with fear and half draw back. 
A great wave thundered across the deck. The ship staggered. With 
a scream of fear the Canadian shouted through the unearthly twi- 
light, “Itell ye! Itell ye! ! ’Tis the last One more and—Oh God!” 

The crew was too terrified to do aught but cling to the life lines 
and rail. The “Petrel” was losing her fight! She shuddered to her 
very keel and groaned piteously in every timber. Terror over-spread 
father’s face. He felt the deck give under him as great waves 
slashed savagely across it. A great wind roared and drove the ship like 
a fleeting ghost. The revolver was flung aside and captain began to 
tear at the hatch fastenings. The men joined and at risk of life fran- 
ticly cast half the catch to the plunging tides. 

From that moment on the ‘‘Petrel’’ seemed to ride easier and in a 
few hours the gale had passed. But never again did she hear the sea- 
wolf’s howl, for she had paid tribute, and her luck returned. For 
forty years, she sailed the grand banks, the proudest and most famous 
of Gloucester’s famous schooners.” 

The old man’s voice trailed off. Smoke rose in tranquil blue ring- 
lets to the ceiling. The fire crackled and from the neighboring cold 
sea-caves, we heard again, ’mid the tumult of the gale, wild and weird, 
the cry of the sea-wolf. 
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When Losers are Winners 


By MARION KUBIC 


Do vou believe that anyone can lose and win at the same 
time? Virginia hadn’t thought about it. But Ted proved 
that some people could. 


I 


OCK the tapestry cushion in the closet and take 
down all the pictures I forgot. Put the alarm 
clock in the shoe box and hide the alcohol lamp. 
I guess you had better lock the embroidered 
cushion up too. I’m not taking any chances on 
missing anything next year. “Virginia leaned 
even further from the Pullman window and 
continued, “And Kitty—” 

“Yes?” Kitty standing with her feet far apart 
wiggled her head into a more comfortable po- 
sition and gazed up at her roommate. 

“T’ve left that comb you were so fond of, in my dresser drawer. 
You can have it.” 

“You darling, my hearts’ desire. Can’t thank you enough.” 

At this point the engine gave a preparatory puff and with a jerk 
was on its way. To Virginia that jerk was disastrous for it banged 
her head against the window frame. Nevertheless she continued her 
directions. 

“Don’t, for heaven’s sake, forget to arrange with Miss Frank about 
the corner room for next year. Good bye, good luck. Come down 
some time in August. 

Then withdrawing her head for the last time Virginia noticed a 
youth in white tlannels jump fer the steps of the last car, not a second 
too soon. In fact, all she saw was a white blur. “Lucky for him,” was 
Virginia’s unspoken comment. The interior of the car was well filled 
with other college students homeward bound. Their noisy groups did 
not appeal to Virginia, and selecting an empty compartment she busied 
herself with disposing of her luggage. Then tipping the openly ad- 
miring porter she settled down to the perusal of a new novel. For a 
few minutes all went well, but soon the hilarity of her fellow passen- 
gers penetrated her interest and detracted from the charm of the book. 
Virginia closed it and bent her gaze upon the changing landscape. A 
movement at the further end of the car drew her attention and she 
looked up. The youth in white flannels had entered evidently bound 
for the smoker. Virginia returned to the window, she wasn’t the least 
bit interested in this particular person or any other. ‘The seconds 
passed, though to Virginia’s bored mind they seemed minutes. Sud- 
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denly she became conscious that someone was standing near her seat. 
Was it the conductor? Automatically her hand reached for her purse. 
No, it wasn’t the conductor. It was the young man of the white flan- 
nels. Virginia gazed at his well kept oxfords, his geometrically pressed 
trousers and his well-fitting tailored blue coat, with little interest. Sud- 
denly her drowsy mind stirred. What was he doing here? What did 
he want? Well of all the impudence! She lifted her eyes to his face. 
There was something vaguely familiar about it. The smoothly brushed 
brown hair. the high forehead, cool brown eyes under the curved dark 
brows. And that nose was so familiar! But it was the chin that cleared 
away the mist from Virginia's eyes. Surely there was no counterpart of 
that chin in the world. 
II 

“Sit down.” 

“Why Ted! Is it really you? What ever was I thinking of? 

“As you like it, young lady. But pray tell, why the ‘once over‘ ?”’ 

“I must have been half asleep. Wasn’t it funny? I didn’t recog- 
nize you until I saw your chin, and I guess I examined you rather thor- 
oughly.” 

“Well rather. If you had had a lorgnette I would have been 
wafted away as too superfluous for the good of this earth. You had 
a right to be surprised though. I didn’t expect to take this train at all 
until a couple of hours ago. Expected to repeat one of my Exams., 
but it was unnecessary. I made the last car by the skin of my teeth.” 

“So I noticed. All I saw was a blur. By the way how far do you 
go? I’ve known you for six months, but haven’t the slightest idea 
where you live.” 

“Evansville. It’s a good five hours’ ride.” 

“Not really. Why I go to Mannering. It can’t be possible that we 
live with but an hours’ ride between us. 

“By Jove, just as I was consoling myself to a lonely summer. I 
must say I’m in luck. You’re going to be pestered to death for the next 
two months.” 

“I'd love it. Won’t we have some wonderful times? Kitty is com- 
ing up ni August sometime, and is bringing her cousin. I’m sure you’d 
like him. I only met him at a sorority dance, but he captured my heart 
and so I’m sure you will get along together. I'll fix up a lot of good 
times and let you in on them.” 

“Guess I’m not going to like him so well.” 

“What? Oh, don’t be silly, you needn’t get jealous.” 

“Well, if you promise me.” 

“PII promise anything. Oooh, I’ve got the grandest idea! ! ! Pm 
going to get up a house party. I know mother won’t object. She will be 
home all August and our house is just the loveliest place for a house 
party. It’s a block from the lake, has just loads of guests rooms and 
big wide verandas all the way around. Dad wrote last week and told 
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me to prepare for a surprise. Little sister Nell couldn't wait but 
spilled the news. She said Dad had bought the vacant lot next to 
us and had the most beautiful garden laid out. It will be right at its 
height in August too. Won’t that be lovely? 

Ted smiled at her enthusiasm. 

“Have you a pencil and paper?” 

Ted produced a note book and a broken pencil stub. 

“That’s broken. Let me see. Oh, yes, I have one in my pocket- 
book.” ; 
Provided with the note book and a tiny pencil, evidently removed 
from a dance program, Virginia turned to Ted for suggesticns. 

“Who shall we invite.” 

“We? It’s your party.” 

“All the same I need someone else’s brains. For a start Pll put 
down Kit and her cousin.” 

“How about Jack Markham, she used to be interested in him.” 

“Correct. Kitty wouldn't care to go trotting all over with her 
relatives. And how about Blue Reynolds for the cousin? She is won- 
derful girl. Used to room with Kit and me during the first of the year. 

“Um-hum. That makes six, counting both of us. How many are 
you planning on?” 

“Oh, about eight. That will make two tables of bridge. Guess 
Pll ask May Ranger too, nothing dull about her. Who can we pair her 
off with? Ted use your brains! 

“She used to be interested in a certain Freshman, Jerry Randolph.” 
Ted looked at Virginia out of the corner of his eye. 

“T’ll do it! No one can ever dare me to do a thing without my 
doing it.” 

“Why I didn’t dare you to do anything.” 

“Didn't you?” Virginia looked up at him innocently. “It’s de- 
cided all the same.” 


III 


The hours flew and the usual tedium of traveling was dispersed 
as the two completed plans for the joyous week. Ted looked up in 
surprise when his station was announced. 

“Tt can’t be possible that I am home. They say time flies, but I 
had no idea he could be arrested for breaking the speed limit. Guess 
I’d better hurry, there’s my family waiting for me. Write to me. I’m 
going to surprise you soon and motor down. Good-bye.” 

“Do. Yes, I'll write. Good-bye.” 

After Ted’s departure Virginia felt rather down hearted, but 
remembering her plans set to work to complete them. She had just 
completed a rough draft of her invitations when she was startled by 
the conductor’s sonorous voice calling the name of her destination. 
Hurriedly stuffing Ted’s note book in her purse and gathering up her 
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other luggage she left the car calling good-byes to her college mates 
who were still in the Pullman. 

“Hoo-ray,” a slight person rushed up to her and overwhelmed 
her in a bear hug as she stepped upon the platform. “Take that, and 
that, and that,” the words punctured by moist but ill-directed kisses.” 

“Hold off, Nell, let me come up for air. Why how big you have 
grown, and I declare, just as many freckles as ever. I can remem- 
ber that one at the end of your nose ever since you were born.” 

“Don’t tease me about my freckles. Im a Soph at High now and 
privileged to have freckles if I want ’em. Besides Bob thinks they 
become me. So there.” 

“ Bob Templeton? Is he still hanging around? I must say I’m 
jealous. But where are the others?” 

“Who, the family?” Nell giggled,’ I put one over on them. The 
Cadillac has a blow-out and Ralph was too lazy to fix it so I put one 
over on my dear brother and slipped in the roadster before he knew 
what I was doing. I left Mother and Dad on the veranda with their 
mouths open and Ralph at the door of the garage. Just because he 
is my twin is no sign that he has to trot along every place I go.” 

“So you are up to tricks again. Here give this check to the bag- 
gage man and hurry up to the car.” 

Nell did as she was ordered and climbed in the car holding Vir- 
ginia’s purse and over-night bag on her knees. 

“Hold on Nell while I'm at the wheel. I’m anxious to see home, 
sweet home, again.” 

“Yep. Whee-e-e. Youre making sixty.” 


IV 


Time passed as time is ever in the habit of doing. To Virginia it 
passed all too slowly for she was anxious to see her college friends 
again. At last the eventful afternoon arrived when all were to present 
themselves as guests of the Stanways. Virginia had driven the seven 
passenger Cadillac to the station and at the last moment acquiesed to 
Nell’s pleas to bring the roadster to “be of some help and carry the 
luggage.” 

The train puffed up to the station, miraculously on time and the 
usual travel weary passengers descended. Virginia looked around for 
her party and at a noisy “Halloo” located them on the rear car. Kitty 
climbed the rail of the observaiton platform which the group had been 
monopolizing and dropped literally into Virginia’s arms. 

“Oh, my dear, how nice to see you again. Say does every one 
around here feel as cool as you look? Hurry up, kiss me, here comes 
the others and I want to be first.” 

“Say, Jean, are you passing them around?” Jerry Randolph 
smilingly shook hands.” 
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“Hello, Blue, I’m just tickled to death to see you. Was so afraid 
at first you couldn’t come.” 

“Wouldn’t miss it for the world, Jean, wonderful of you to ask me. 
What a beautiful view. Oh, you've got a perfectly genuine lake. Its 
paradise. Can we take a dip tonight. I haven’t had a decent swim 
since weeks past.” 

Absolutely. And here are Ted and Jack, May and—” 

“Mark Lane, at your service.” Kitty’s cousin interrupted. 

Virginia felt a gentle pull at her sleeve. Nell whispered, “Make 
’em put the suit cases in the car and PI go on.” 

With an arm around her, Virginia faced her friends. 

“Friends, Romans, Countrymen, lend me your ears. I want to 
introduce Nell Stanway. I warn you she’s a terror. If you lose any- 
thing ask Nell where it is. If you hear of any mischief ask Nell about 
it. She’s the general information bureau around the Stanley house- 
hold. 

Nell looked rather dubious at first, but soon smiled and dimpled 
charmingly. 

“And now if you’ll carry your luggage to the roadster,” Virginia 
continued, “Nell will drive on home and we’ll follow.” 

The group obeyed and when they were finally comfortably 
seated in the large car Virginia drove them at a moderate pace through 
the quiet elm shaded streets of her home town. The Stanways lived 
some distance from the town, and it was some time before they ar- 
rived at the wide driveway that lead to the house. 

“How perfectly wonderful looking!” 

“Virginia you don’t know how lucky you are to have that sort of a 
home. I can’t see how you can drag yourself away to go to college.” 

Virginia turned around and smiled. ‘’Tis good-looking, isn’t it? 
I do hate to leave it, but just think what I would miss by staying here 
all the while. I’m no hermit.” 


y 


The scene was fully worth the appreciation of the guests. The 
low, rambling Colonial house lay in the center of the closely clipped 
green lawns. Its verandas were broad and comfortably furnished. 
Gravel paths wound about the grounds and united in leading to a box- 
hedged garden, gay with flowers of all colors and variety. Near the 
center of this spacious plot was a small pond, overhung by a drooping 
willow, and dotted on its surface with water lilies. About the edge lay 
cushions and on one side a tiny shell like canoe was tethered. All this 
was discovered by Virginia’s friends later, though they could see at 
their first glance the welcoming verandas and Mr. and Mrs. Stanway 
who were standing at the steps waiting to receive them. 

Introductions finished, Virginia, with the help of Nell, herded de 
girls to their rooms and discussed plans. As the rooms all communi- 
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cated, Virginia settled herself in the middle one and conversed with 
May, Kitty, and Blue, as they unpacked, by simply raising her voice. 

“Get something cool on girls, its dreadfully warm. Is there any- 
thing you want. Another hanger, Kitty? Here is one. What an 
adorable dress. Look Blue, look May. Isn’t it a darling? Wear it 
Kitty it looks so comfortable. I guess I'll show you around first and 
then we'll gather up the boys and have some fun. What do you say 
about a moonlight swim?” 

“Thrilling.” This from the room on the left where May, the friv- 
olous, was torn by indecision over the weighty matter of deciding 
which of two frocks to wear. 

“Sounds lovely, I’m dying for lack of water,’’ Blue called from the 
right. 

“Q-o-oh how romantic. Tell me about it.” Kitty threw herself 
on Virginia and dragged her to the bed. 

“Well, we will have a light lunch about 6:30 and start out about 
nine. There is a perfectly lovely full moon tonight. I looked it up on 
the calendar. Dad will go along with us so as to pull anyone out if 
they drown. We can swim as long as we please and when we return 
Mother will have a big spread awaiting.” 

“Absolutely perfect. Jean you are a genius for plans. Hurry up 
girls, let’s break it to the boys.” 


*Say,if you don't stop this impersonal business—, 
VI. 


Kitty was ready fully a half hour before nine. One by one the 
others joined her, all dressed in natty bathing suits, and carrying bath 
robes. Virginia counted them as they stood waiting on the veranda 
and finding all present threw a cape about her and lead them to the 
beach. 
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“Wait one minute Kitty, don’t go in there.” Kitty the adventu- 

rous had dashed before the others and was heading for the water. 
“Why?” Kitty checked herself and waited for the others. 

“Come along with us I know a better place.” Kitty suffered her- 
self to be lead. A short walk brought the company to a sharp curve 
in the beach. Virginia lead them along it and soon they found them- 
selves in one of the prettiest spots imaginable. The beach was semi- 
circular, and a small wooded island secluded it from view. The water 
was clear and tempting, still retaining much of the heat of the day. 
The bottom was gently slanting and perfectly emooth, composed of fine 
white sand. 

“Here we are.” announced Virginia. “Lets race. Come on line 
up. Get ready! Set! Go! The eight started. Iłļushing down 
through the shallow water they flung themselves down as it deepened, 
and swam lustily toward the island. Kitty, however, was the first to 
desert the race. Slowing down she began to enjoy herself in swimming 
leisurely about. One by one the others fell out, finding themselves left 
behind and gasping for breath. Soon there were but two left, Virgin- 
in and Ted. Both were excellent swimmers and stroke after stroke 
left them breast to breast. It seemed to be a tie, but at the last minute 
Ted sped forward and climbing on the bank smiled at his rival in the 
moonlight. 

“Gee you are some swimmer. Didn’t think it was possible that a 
girl could beat me.” 

“But I didn’t. You got here here first.” 

“Just by luck. I couldn’t have lasted much longer.” 

“Pm all out of breath too. Lets stay here until we are rested. 
Good-looking moon isn’t it?” 

“Wonderful. Wish you’d be a little more enthusiastic about it, 
you don’t see one that size every day.” 

“No, once a month.” 

“There you go again. Of course there is a full moon once a month. 
but can’t you grasp the idea that you will never see the moon exactly 
the same again?” 

“No, but Pll see it different, variety is the spice of life you know.” 

“Rot. Why that moon is infectous. I feel— ” 

Virginia in an attempt to evade the issue glanced behind her and 
dangled her foot in the water. 

“Pretty island isn’t it?” Ted grunted and turning faced her 
threateningly. 

“Say, if you don’t stop this impersonal business I’m going to duck 
you. When I want to say something I say it regardless of any ob- 
jections.” 

“So I see.” 

“Well, what.I want to say is going to be said right now. I’ve 
thought about it for almost six months—” 
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“What a long think!” 

“Say lr 1? 

“Your pardon, sir.” 

“Tm out of college now and am going in with Dad. You’re only 
a co-ed but you finish in two years. By that time I’ll be something or 
somebody, and able to support-—Oh Virginia, you know what I am 
trying to say. Will you make me the happiest man in the world and 
say—” 

Virginia looked at him, her eyes shining and her head thumping. 
What a dear boy he was. Of course she would do as he wanted her to, 
but it wouldn’t do to tell him so now. 

“Do you see the float Dad has anchored? Well we will race back, 
and if I win I’ll answer ‘yes.’ ” 

Needless to say Virginia won. 


“JUST KEEP ON KEEPIN’ ON” 
James Whitcomb Riley. 


If the day looks kinder gloomy 
And your chances kinder slim, 
If the situation’s puzzlin’ 
An’ the prospects awful grim, 
An’ perplexities keep pressin’ 
Till hope is nearly gone, 
Jus’ bristle up and grit your teeth, 
An’ keep on keepin’ on. 


There ain’t no use growlin’ 
An’ grumblin’ all the time, 
When music’s ringin’ everywhere 
An’ everything’s a rhyme, 
Jus’ keep on smilin’ cheerfully, 
If hope is nearly gone, 
An’ bristle up, and grit your teeth, 
An’ keep on keepin’ on. 
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Did the iniividual whom auntie called Pettie, and who wore tan oxfords, green soxs and 
winked at strange girls turn out to be— 


The Sissy? 


By RUTH CUMMINGS. 


S Shakespeare might have said. but didn’t @ it's 
awfully easy to be wicked when there’s no 
chance of being found out. Rather--when one 
thinks there’s no chance of being found out. 
Gentle reader, do you grasp the immense field 
for speculation opened to agile brains by addi- 
tion of that seemingly simple phrase? Let us 
take for example a pretty girl at an out-of-town 
basket ball game. Ket us suppose that on the 
home team is a regular Rudalph Vasolino. 

There is not one chance in a million that said girl will ever lay eyes on 

said Rudalph any more. So where’s the harm in winking at him? 

And, on the other hand, who is qualified to state that a young man of 

good family connections and regular habits is risking his soul and eter- 

nally damaging his morals by winking first, ascertaining before his rash 
action, that his steady did not come to the game? (The answers to 
these questions will be found in the appendix.) 

I’m not making excuses for myself, and much less for him. What 
if he did sit down next to me between halves, and what if I did talk to 
him? It didn’t hurt me if he told me I was good looking and I’m sure 
it didn’t hurt him when I told him so. We didn’t find out each other’s 
names. Even during the dance afterwards I called him Rudalph and 
he called me Venus. He didn’t- ask me for my address or anything. 
I wouldn’t give it to him if he had of course, I certainly don’t approve 
of flirts. 

I came back to Saginaw Saturday morning, firmly believing that the 
incident was closed, that never any more would I see my Rudie. How 
could I tell what the future was preparing to throw in my face? Had I 
known, rest assured, I would have acted quite differently for never 
can I forget that feeling of utter goneness that I experienced when I 
looked up and saw—but I anticipate, I beg your most humble pardon. 

To return—When I went to school Monday morning Rudalph was 
entirely banished from my mind. Probably I would not have thought 
of him from that time to this if it had not been for circumstances over 
which neither he nor I had control. As I was entering my class, Miss— 
—stopped me in order to tell me that her precious nephew I had heard 
so much about had decided to come to Saginaw to finish his school ca- 
reer. Her darling nephew bored me terribly. I had never seen him 
and I had no all-consuming desire to do so in the future, which shows 
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all I knew about it. Her nephew made me tired. He not only bored 
me and made me tired but he depressed me. If anybody lived as per- 
fect as he was (according to his aunt’s tale), there was no need or ex- 
cuse for me to continue to strive on in this sinful world. I could see 
by the expression of eagerness in Miss—’s face that she was about to 
launch herself for the fifteenth and six-seventhsth time into an explan- 
ation of how her dear little nephew was so bashful. He always blush- 
ed when she, his own aunt, kissed him good bye, (Poor boy, I don’t 
blame him.) Pettie, as she called him, was such a dear little chap. Oh 
she was always forgetting that he was a big boy now. Really a Sen- 
jor. It didn’t seem possible that her own little Pettie was a Senior. 
Would I be nice to him? He was so bashful. (In view of the events 
to follow, it is to laugh at that remark.) 

I managed to escape Miss—finally and went into class, mad clear 
through. Her darling Pettie could go to the—. I suppose I'm a lady 
and can’t say it. Just the same I thought it. 

The week passed peaceful- 
ly from then on. Pretty soon 
I forgot Pettie and then I 
could enjoy myself some 
more. But every time that 
child entered my head I felt 
sick and swallowed my gum. 
I always imagined him as 
one of those little big boys— 
- little baby, big head. His 
face was childish and some 
tortoise shelled glasses stood 
Promises out boldly from his aristo- 
cratic nose as if to brand 
him before all the world as 
What if he did sit next to me betweer halves an intellectual. He was sit- 

ting on auntie’s knee with a 
Spannish grammar in one hand and one of those big lollypops we’ve 
heard so much of lately in the other. 

It was a week later when I entered my class, Miss stopped 
me again. She was beaming brightly and her hair was parted on one 
side and lopped over her forehead as it always was when she was hap- 
py. I was just trying to sneak through the door when she spied me and 
I knew that I was lost, surrounded on all sides and the middle, bound 
and gagged, helpless. 

“My dear.” she burst out with a gurgling giggle. (“He has come. 
My little Pettie is here. But he has grown so big I didn’t know him. 
He reminds so very much of a young man who used to think I was 
almost perfect. Sometimes I am sorry that I refused the poor man. 
He was so heart broken that he married a chorus girl the next week. 
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You can imagine how I felt, ruining the poor boy’s life like that. It 
was too sad.” 

Even Pettie was better than this and so I asked where was the 
child wonder. That started her again, 

“Oh yes, Pettie, you know when | start to reminiss, I forgot, this 
workaday lite,’ and casting me a coquettish glance, “You won’t tell 
me, my dear?” 

“But to return to my dear little Pettie, you know he came last 
night, Poor boy he was so tired I gave him some supper and put him 
to bed. After he had been in his room for half an hour, I went up 
stairs myself and there was the light shinning out under his door. I 
thought he had probably been so tired he had forgotten to turn it out. 
I opened the door so quietly it didn’t squak at all, and ch, my dear, 
I was so shocked. There stood Pettie before the mirror in his pajamas! 
Just fancy! I was so shocked. I was closing the door again when he 
saw my reflection in the glass and turned around. 

“Come in auntie,” he said tome. “I won’t bite.” 

“He sat down on the bed and pulled me down beside him. And 
he put his arm around me and kissed me hard. That was when he 
made me think of that poor boy who married a chorus girl. Really, 
I was thrilled, dear, and by my own nephew. 

Tm going to let him sit right next to you. He-he doesn’t seem 
so bashful as he did, dear,” and Miss looked rather dubious. 

I went into class and took my seat without looking around the 
room at all. Pretty soon the bell rang and Miss came in. I 
heard her talking to some one and pretty soon the some one came 
dowr the aisle and sat down next to me. I was studying terribly hard 
and never glanced his way at all There was a moment of silence. 

“Good gosh,” murmured an incredulous voice beside me. I just 
had to glance up. I saw a pair of tan oxfords, then some green socks, 
next a pair of Jazz pants, a thick turtle-neck sweater—and, I was 
locking straight into the eyes of my own Rudie. 

Can you imagine, after a little time, seeing him again! 
Rudie Vasolino of basket ball fame. It was incredible, unbelievea- 
ble, impossible! And yet and then like the Assyrian came down 
like a wolf on the fold, the idea came to me that this flirty young 
giant was Miss —’s Pettie. Oh Boys!!! Wasn’t it great? 

He knew I was laughing at him, but he couldn’t imagine, poor 
boy, what was so hilariously funny, and I didn’t take the trouble to 
enlighten him. 

Rudie and I got to be wonderful pals. We went every place 
together. It was so much fun having a steady. I used to think I liked 
variety best but I had the wrong idea. Pick out your man, girls, and 
hang on like everything. I don’t mean I had to hang on. Rudie was 
more than willing, believe me. He sure did fall hard. Of course, 
at first I wasn’t serious. Just kidded him along, you know. He 
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kidded back, too, let me tell you. But it didn’t take us long to find out 
that we were really kindred spirits and just made to go around with 
each other. I really fell awfully hard, after seeing him a few times, 
and you should have seen him. Talk about your conquests. This 
sounds terribly conceited, I know, but he was just absolutely crazy 
about me. 

One night we were sitting in his car in front of my house. It was 
late and we were both tired and sleepy and so we got to talking aw- 
fully seriously. The conversation got around to relatives some way, 
or other, and he told me all about his aunt. He thought she was the 
most wonderful thing, so patient and self-sacrificing. I had never 
thought of her that way before, but now that I did it sure was true. 
The principal thing I had had against her was her undieing devotion 
to her nephew, and now I didn’t blame her for that, I had that same 
undieing devotion. 

“She’s a wonderful woman,” said Rudie. “Almost as wonderful 
in her way as you are in yours.” 

I was thinking of my own dirth of relatives and it filled me with 
a sudden longing. ; 

“I wish she was mine,” I sighed. 

“Why not?” answered Miss 


’s bashful nephew. 
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Lost, My Pal 


By HELEN HILL 


This might have happened in our own school. 


~ Nn | LMMY was the President of the Sophomore 
class at Trennot. On Tuesday the Sophomore 
were to give their annual spread. For days, 
the “gang”? of Juniors had been planning to 
SPREAD make away with Jimmy. This was Friday and 
the gang was almost desperate; they knew 
ZA they were going to kidnap Jimmy, but they 
<T TAK didn’t know where to take him. 

faner h UNY Saturday morning Bill Dugan, the leader 

of the gang, called a pal and told him he had 
Just thought of a bully place his father had, not far from town. 
“We'll hide Jimmy there, Monday night,” Bill enthusiastically ex- 
claimed. 

Monday came; at four o’clock, Jim strolled out of school accom- 
panied by Bill’s sister Betty. Unlucky Bill! Betty was to go to the 
spread with Jim. Bill knew that if Jim accompanied Betty, his chances 
were gone, so— “Oh, Betty,” he called, “mother wants you to go call 
on sick Mrs. Beebs.”’ 

“Right Oh,” sang Betty. She said good-bye to Jim and started 
toward Mrs. Beebs’. Jim went on his way. 

Just as Jim neared the corner, Bill and the gang drove up and 
offered Jim a ride. Of course he accepted. They spun along at leisure 
pace for a block or so and then with a clanging of gears the car lunged 
ahead at breakneck speed. To Jim’s excited questions as to where 
they were going, he was told to sit tight and hold his hat. Abruptly 
the car came to a stop. The gang stepped out and pulled Jimmy after 
them. To resist was useless, to ask questions was futile, so Jimmy let 
them pull him along. They led him to a small cottage with the windows 
boarded up, opened to door and pushed him in. 

“But boys, tomorrow’s the spread and—” said Jimmy. 

“Shut up! Do you suppose that we don't know it? What do 
you think we brought you out here for? A pleasure trip? I guess 
not,” said Bill. 

“But Bill, I promised to take Betty. She—” 

“Never mind her, it won’t hurt her to stay at home once in a while. 
Can the talk. Here’s your food. Well so-long, see you later.” 

“So-long,” called the gang as they let themselves out and locked 
the door. 

Jimmy, left alone, tried to face the thing squarely. Over and 
over he kept saying, “Tomorrow’s the spread, I was to receive, Betty 


ANNUAL 
SOPHOMORE 
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was going with me.” He tried the door. He kicked it until he could 
kick no more. The windows were barred. He tried the chimney. Too 
small! Finally, he sat down and relinquished hope. 

Tuesday morning havoc reined among the Sophomores, Jimmy 
wasn't at school. Betty was worried, but thought he had probably 
stayed home to rest. 

The spread was at four o’clock. Jim had promised to call Betty 
at two. She waited ’till half past. He had not called, so she took 
affairs into her own hands and called his home. His mother said, 
“Why Betty, your bother called 
here last night and said Jim was 
to stay at your house. You know 
that he’s President and they 
might try to kidnap him. Bill got 
his good clothes too. He’s been 
there, hasn’t he, Betty?” queried 
Mrs. Milford. 

“Yes,” gulped Betty, and 
hurriedly hung up the receiver. 

“Bill’s been up tc something 
mean again. I don’t care, I think 

= its downright mean when he 
“Hello, I say Betty! Is this a dream?” knows I was to go with Jim. Pll 
get even with him. He’s in his room now.” She made a dash up stairs 
and turned the key in the lock in Bill’s door. 

“Hey there, what you doing’,” yelled Bill. 

“Pm going to keep you there, ‘till you tell me where Jimmy is.” 

“Goodnight, Betty, I’ll see you in the mornin—I say, Betty, let me 
out, he’s all right, I’ll bring him back tomorrow morning for sure.” 

“Well, I guess not, tell me where he is now, or you stay there 
till I get ready to let you out and don’t you forget it, Bill Dugan! 
Mother and dad have gone away and I won’t stay here with you. I'm 
going to get Jeanne and go to that place of ours in the country.” 

“Oh! Sis, don’t go there, please. Not tonight anyway.” 

“Well, I am,” said Betty, and she ran down stairs. “Makes me 
mad!” she said, “Brand New Dress!” 

She got into the car and started for Jeane’s house, but Jeanne 
couldn’t go, for she had company. Betty wasn’t to be daunted, she said 
she would go anyway. 

When she arrived at the house she opened the door and beheld 
someone asleep on the couch. She started and was about to run when 
the figure sat up exclaiming, “Hello, I say (rubbing his eyes) Betty! 
Gosh is this a dream?” 

“A pretty substantial one, Jim. So this is where that scalawag 
of a brother of mine brought you. Come on quick!” she said, tugging 
at his hand. 
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“Betty Id like to, but I can’t go like this.” 

“Oh, you can, come on along,” cried Betty. 

About an hour later the Sophomores beheld two flushed and smil- 
ing Sophs. standing in the doorway. They hesitated a minute, then the 
girls made one dive for Betty to hear all about it, and the boys began 
to cheer for Jim, their President. 

He Hs 23: 
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HELP 

In reading the pages of this issue 
you will discover in one of the write- 
ups that the Student Lantern was 
unsuccessful in the state high school 
publication contest held at the press 
in Arbor. The 
question that probably rises in your 
mind is 


convention Ann 


why? And we give you 
the answer below. 

An inquiry was made of the judges ` 
as to the cause of the failure, and the 
answer they gave was that the vari- 
ous issues were not consistent 
enough in their quality. In one issue, 
one department would be good—in 
next—no good, and so 


the on 


through the entire year—one month 
of A-1 quality—the next decidedly 


inferior. 


It was this fluctuation— 
the inability to hold a uniformly 
high standard through every issue, 
that caused the Lantern defeat. 

The high standard required does 
not refer entirely to the actual read- 
ing matter, but includes also the gen- 
eral lay-out and attractiveness of 
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the book. A great deal of time must 
be spent in arranging the material 
in an attractive manner. Numerous 
devices must be employed to break 
up the set appearance of the pages, 
and it has been this attractiveness of 
lay-out that has, with few excep- 
tions, been lacking in the Lantern. 
Why? Not because those to whom 
the task fell were incapable, but be- 
cause the time that they should have 
been devoting to editing the mate- 
rial had to be spent in writing and 
searching for the material to edit. 
Time that should have been given 
toward putting on the finishing 
touches had to be used in bolstering 
up some department that was dying 


for lack of support. The trouble has 
been that the school has failed in its 


support! It has failed not through 
lack of abilities, but through indiffer- 
ence. 


The burden has fallen upon a few. 
They have done splendidly, but have 
at times been swamped in the up- 
hill struggle. To illustrate the 
point: There have been, including 


this issue, eighteen stories during 
the year. Of this eighteen, thirteen 
were written by a group of four! 
The rest of the student body has fur- 
nished five usable stories in ten 
months! 

This is not due to failure to use 
the material handed in, for above 
eighty per cent of all stories re- 
ceived have been published. 

This deplorable condition extends 
through every department, except 
Jokes. Here there has been some 
support from a few and it is cer- 
tainly appreciated. 

Those in charge next year are 
splendidly fitted for the task. They 
are thoroughly famliar with the 
problems and stand ready to do 
more than their share toward pro- 
ducing a Lantern that will next year 
bring the state cup to Saginaw. 
They lack only your support, and 
the staff for the past year begs that 
those that return next term give to 
the Lantern the splendid support of 
which Saginaw High School is 
capable when aroused. 
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Junior Play Best Ever 


In Presenting “Mrs. Temple’s Telegram” at the Auditorium, May 25, 
the Junior class ably upheld the tradition that S. H. S. plays are much more 
worth while seeing than some of the road shows the public is afflicted with. 
The play centers around nine characters, whose performance was so finished 
as to help the audience keep in a gale of laughter from curtain to curtain. 

The telegram holds the center of the stage and therein lies a tale. 
Mr. Temple (D. Reinig) fails to return home one evening and his wife 
(I. Busch) is in tears. She refuses to accept his true explanation so he 
invents a lie, which all during the three acts he is striving to defend. He 
gets his friend (Tom Denton) to pose as the John Brown at whose house 
he stated he had spent the night. Complications are now fast and furious. 
The real John Brown and his wife appear, which of course brings the affair 


to a head. The action is somewhat diverted by a love affair between Cap. 
Sharpe and Dorothy (B. Mertz and E. McArthur), which is ably carried out. 
Mr. Temple opposes their marriage but is brought to terms by the captain 
when he threatens to tell Mrs. Temple about the hoax. Charles Leverence 
and V. Nerreter did exceptionally fine work, but without detracting from 
the other members of the cast it must be said that Ton Denton and Irene 
Busch carried their parts like professionals. 
All in all, ’24 has shown itself a worthy successor of '23. 


O 


“Lantern” Editors Attend Press Conference 


Carl Burger, Bob Oppermann and Breslin Behse represented the Student 
Lantern at the second scholastic press convention held at Ann Arbor the 
17th, 18th and 19th of May. The object of the meet was to show the high 
school editors of the entire state means by which they. could improve their 
papers. Saginaw delegates learned several things, some of which may be 
seen in this issue. Sigma Delta Chi, a professional journalistic fraternity, 
sponsored the convention and provided several speakers of note in the news- 
paper world. Discussions of various phases in editor’s problems were held, 
together with advice in the business end. There was also a contest among 
the 45 publications represented for the best papers and magazines. The 
Lantern was not among the winners, although parts impressed the judges. 

The trip gave the delegates an opportunity to see Michigan’s cap-night 
as well as the state track meet and the Michigan-Minnesota ball game. 
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Roquefort Cheese 


By Irwin Sweet, ’23 


Roquefort cheese is made in France from the milk of a certain breed 
of sheep which are fed on the wild thyme, and the cheese has a wild time 
trying to keep from stinking itself to death in its infancy. The wild thyme 
grows on the banks of the Lot, Tarn and other rivers in the department of 
Aveyron in France, and after it has first been besheeped and then becheesed 
it generates a lot of tarndese smells that ever perambulated down the pike. 

Thyme is a kind of aromatic plant with a pungent odor, and after it is 
converted into Roquefort cheese it is the pungentest thing known to man. 
After this cheese is made it is put in solitary confinement until its whiskers 
begin to turn gray and gangrene sets in, when it is taken out and chained to 
a post. Before it is served it is chloroformed or knocked in the head with 
an axe. It is then brought to the table in little square sections about the 
size of a domino. It is served at the close of meals along with black coffee. 
It usually has a running mate in the form of a cracker that has been broken 
with a maul. 

Roquefort cheese is of a dull white color except in spots where morti- 
fication has set in. Some claim it to be inhabited, but this is not true. Even 
the mephitic microbe flees from it as we flee from a pestilence. We have 
seen Limburger cheese strong enough to shoulder a two-bushel sack of wheat, 
but a piece of Roquefort the size of a die can carry an election. Limburger 
is a rose geranium. as compared to Roquefort. There is as much difference 
between them as there is between the roar of a lion and the purr of a kitten. 
Some people who claim to be civilized say they like this cheese, but it is 
only because it is imported and expensive. A man who will eat it is an open 
sepulchre and should be quarantined or driven into the wilderness and never 
again allowed to look into the face of a human being. 


O 
IMPRESSIONS Ruth Nelson 
June Spain — crescent moon — south 
Paaie maner Aa eae wind—canal in Venice—shot gun. 
Mayflowers—Snow—full moon— A» Ferd Heilman 
giggling girl—and a disgusted cat. Balloon—arrow collar—London— 
Betty Willcox Latin—blond wigs. 
A clean kitchen—A Hudson—A Se eee 
woodland stream—A chocolate soda. Four youre beéckiieds, 
Eddie Baker A pocket full of chew, 
A’grinding roar—puff of dust— Father is in the cellar 
sax.—and a laughing hyena. Making home brew, 
8th Hour Mother is in the kitchen 
Yawn — snicker — springs in a Boiling over hops, 
truck — worm — knock-kneed white Johnny is in the parlor 
white elephant. Watching for the cops. 
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The Tale of the Terrible Turk 


By B. B., ’23 


art I 

Ivan, the terrible, was raving in the advanced stages of anger. Shriek 
after shriek, snarl after roar, and all three together followed his frantic 
strides about the wildly confused room. The blood-splashed walls told in 
lurid bellows of the awful struggle that had taken place. Not for nothing 
was Ivan, the terrible, displeased, for there in the middle of the floor with 
a fiendish grin upon his pointed face stood the giant flea upon the mutilated 
corpse of his prize Hibernian waffle hound! 


Part II 


Henry, the terrific, sat in his easy chair his feet propped upon the rose- 
wood mahogany desk before him and admiring with trained eyes the shapely 
contour of his big toe nail as it issued from his snappy purple socks. A hol- 
low scraping sound beside his chair caused his right eyebrow and lower 
lip to raise with pleasure for he knew it heralded the coming of his famous 
cockroach cat. 

Now this cat was a very unusual feline, for at the tender age of three 
days it had been run over by a truck and had lived these eight long years. 
But it so happened that because of its accident its legs were spread sidewards 
and its body flattened until it could easily be mistaken for a large fuzzy cock- 
roach or even a mud turtle with long legs and tail. The hollow scraping sound 
was caused by its calloused body dragging on the floor. 

Henry, the terrific, bent his proud and haughty gaze upon the object 
of his confections and perceiving its greatest need, rose and gave it its drink 
of bootleg beer. Oh, be not surprised, gentle reader, for this remarkable 
cat had been taught to drink beer, in fact, was drunk much of the time, for 
it lacked self-restraint and sometimes caused damage when on a rampage. 

Soon after Mercedus, the cat, had been served, Sadie Sallow, the 
timid and lovable wife of of the great Henry, the terrific, entered and the 
aforesaid Henry, the terrific, started for a stroll. He was in good humor for 
a benign smile lighted his palm-olive complexion as he listened to the action 
of his well-kept rubber heels upon the tiled floor. At one point in that stroll 
he caught his chin on a lamp post and, full of gallant emotions, pork sand- 
wiches, and Coco Cola, Ivan, the terrible, helped him home. 


Part III 


As Ivan, the terrible, entered he cast his eyes about the room, breaking 
a vase enroute, but he also perceived Mercedus, the cat, and a covetous crafty 
look flitted ever and anon across his face. At last a substitute for his slaugh- 
tered waffle hound! At this point Sadie Sallow entered and upon viewing 
the perpendicular red mustache of Ivan, the terrible, fell in violent love, 
but upon dragging herself out heaved a great sigh, it struck him and splashed 
lusciously. 
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“Sell unto me, yon feline, and I shall forgive you!” he shrieked. 

“Never!” hotly retorted Henry, the terrific, with a wave of his pudgy 
hand. With a bellow of insane rage Ivan, the terrible, strode from the house 
vowing bloody vengeance. 


Bart Iy 


Half an hour later she clabbered calm of the domicile of Henry, the 
terrific, was shattered by a distant roar. He rushed to the door and was 
confronted by a howling horde of college graduates. For three hours the 
great men stood them off, till but 99 were left, then for a moment they drew 
back. The cold, clammy voice of Ivan, the terrific, came to the pink ears of 
Henry, the terrific: 

“Will you sell?” 

“NEVER!” came the bold reply. 

An earthquake shook the house behind him. A bomb landed at his 
feet. With a war cry of “Razz”berries the pack was upon him again, The 
door behind him was wrenched open; his wife, in rags, staggered out and 
shrieked : 

“Henry, that cat’s been drinking again!” 

A deafening bellow— 

Editor’s Note: (At this point in the story the author had to be con- 
fined in a padded cell and hence was unable to finish, but as near as we could 
find out Ivan, the terrible, was decapitated in a revolving door, Henry, the 
terrific, was drowned in a bed spring, Sadie Sallow died of grief, Mercedus, 
the cat, got into the cellar and died happy.) 

THE END 
(Well, it ought to be!) 


o 
WHO’S WHO IN SAGINAW 
HIGH 
Rip Van Winkle.............. George Marr 
Charlie Chaplin „imu Johnny Patee 
Babe Ruth.......... ... Ed. Spence Hot pats 
Mile. Pavlowa........ Lois Hammather i ; 
Marlowe success Martin Rummel n DOR is the distance between your 
Mary Pickford „Margaret Frank Ai a 
3enjamin Franklin... Lanson Defore C Ricker ce Gk he codd 
Patrick Henry............. Robert Schirmer pao ea a 
E KA = stretch a mile if he didn’t have to 
ly Cobb... Harold Partlo je 
$ a walk back. 
Gold Dust Twins Dorothy Fox and oa 
Elizabeth White PUZZLE! PUZZLE! 
Paderewski ..... - Herbert Behm When did the Revival of Learning 
Larry Semon nsima Harry Johnson take place? 
Theda “Bata yc Sancta Juha Schultz Answer—About five minutes after 
Mark Twain... Eldon Mowers Harry slipped. 
Harold Lloyd seuss Phineas Adair Í wnt Ne 
Siamese Twins Pearl Schuman and Lend and the world laughs at you. 
Margaret Robins Borrow and you borrow a loan. 
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EDITORIAL 


Editor’s Note:....We were searching for editorial material when the fol- 
lowing was handed in and it contained so much true and touching human 
interest that we are using it as an editorial—Goofey Gus—Ed. 


THE SERMON OF OLD MOTHER HUBBARD 
By Irwin Sweet 
“Brethren, the words of my text are: 


“Old Mother Hubbard, she went to the cupboard 
To get her poor dog a bone; 

But when she got there the cupboard was bare 
And so the poor dog had none.’ 


“These beautiful words, dear friends, carry with them a solemn lesson. 
I propose, this evening, to analyze their meaning, and to apply it, lofty as it 
may be, to our every-day life. 


“Old Mother Hubbard, she went to the cupboard 
To get her poor dog a bone.’ 


“Mother Hubbard, you see, was old; there being no mention of others, 
we may presume she was alone; a widow—a friendless, solitary, old widow, 
yet did she despair? Did she sit down and weep or read a novel, or wring 
her hands? NO! She went to the cupboard. And here observe that she 
went to the cupboard. She did not hop, or skip, or run, or jump, or use any 
other parapatetic artifice; she solely and merely went to the cupboard. 


“We have seen that she was old and lonely, and we now further see 
that she was poor. For mark the words ‘THE cupboard’. Not one of the 
cupboards, or the right hand cupboard, or the left hand cupboard, or the one 
above, or the one below, or the one under the floor; but just the cupboard— 
the one poor humble cupboard that the widow possessed. And why did she 
go to the cupboard? Was it to bring forth golden goblets, or glittering, 
precious stones, or costly apparel, or feasts, or any other attributes of wealth? 
It was TO GET HER POOR DOG A BONE. Not only was the widow 
poor, but her dog, the sole prop of her age, was poor, too. We can imagine 
the scene. The poor dog crouching in the corner, looking wistfully at the 
cupboard, and the widow going to the cupboard—in hope, in expectation 
maybe—to open it, although we are not distinctly told that it was not half 
open or ajar—to open it for that poor dog. 


“ ‘But when she got there the cupboard was bare 
And so the poor dog had none.’ 


“When she got there’. You see, dear brethren, what perseverance is. 
You see the beauty of persistence in doing right. SHE GOT THERE. 
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There were no slippings and slidings, 
to the right, or faltering to the left. 


‘SHE GOT THERE.’ 


no turnings and twistings, no leaning 
With glorious simplicity we are told 


“And how was her noble effort rewarded? 


“*The cupboard was bare.’ 


It was bare. 


There were to be found 


neither oranges, nor cheesecakes, nor penny-buns, nor lucifer matches. ‘The 
cupboard was bare.’ There was but one, only one solitary cupboard in the 
whole of that cottage, and that one—the sole hope of the widow and the 
glorious loadstar of the poor dog—was bare. Had there been a leg of mut- 
ton, a loin of lamb, a fillet of veal, the case would have been different, the 


incident would have been otherwise. 


a bald head. 


But it was bare, my brethren, bare as 


“And, oh dear friends, keep in recollection what we have learned this 
day; let us avoid keeping dogs that are fond of bones. But, brethren, if we 
do—if Fate has ordained that we should do any of these things—let us then 
go, as Mother did, straight, without curveting or prancing, to our cupboard— 
empty though it may be—let us, like her, accept the inevitable with steadfast 
calmness; and should we, like her, be left with a hungry dog and an empty 
cupboard, may future chroniclers be able to write of us in the beautiful words 


of text: 


‘And so the poor dog had none.’ ” 


THE other day 

I met a fellow 
WHO said that he 
DIDN'T have any 
BREAK fast that morning. 
I ASked him WHY 
AND he said 
THAT the landlady 
AT his boarding house 
ALways served 
HER favorite 
BREAK fast 

AND that 

NOBody else 

IN THe house 
COULD eat it. 

I ASked him 
WHAT it was 
AND HE said 
ICE CREAM 

AND 

OYSTERS. 


The other morning I asked Miss 
McKinney for an excuse and this is 
the answer I got: 

“Tardy excuse? Hum—that’s odd 
(looking at me with a puzzled ex- 
pression), Every morning at 
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7.50.30 Loraine Gay saunters in and 
gets her books. Then Glen Bacon, 
Earl Gottschalk, Elizabeth Beck- 
with and Herbert Behm follow in 
order. Then at 7.50.3.6 Phineas 
Adair enters. Five seconds later Ed. 
Baker slides down the aisle. In a 
second Ed. Rummel tears thru the 
hall; 17.8 seconds pass and Walter 
Truckner dashes by the door. Two 
seconds before the bell there is a dull 
thud as John Gillingham stumbles 
exhausted into his seat. Exactly 6.3 
seconds late Robert Schirmer strolls 
in after an excuse; at 8.2.6 Lanson 
Defore does the same. Now at 8.6.17 
you come in. And who are you? 


panimi 


YE GODS! 
What’s an oyster? 
An oyster is a fish built like 
a nut. 


MAA, 


Vosuuecenscacenenceceuc tested cur gr tcc ect AANA ANANA AVENS ENAA ANOANO VANAT VATANNI 


The only difference between a 
cow chewing her cud and a girl 
chewing gum is that the cow gen- 
erally looks thoughtful. 


With Apologies to Bill Nye 


Jimmy Pipp loved a widow, 
Full three feet wide was she; 
A slight young thing called her 
Mama, 
Who was as pretty as she could be. 


Now, Jimmy Pipp was a wise old 
bird; 
Though he was not old enough to 
vote, 
He was broke and needed shekels 
So to the old widow he wrote. 


“My dear and honored Madam: 
You know not how honored I 
would be 
If you would consent and willingly 
Be a dear wife to me.” 


But the widow returned this answer: 
“You honor me, dear Pip, 

3ut you, I fear, with my money 
From the narrow way would slip.” 


Then Jimmy went to see her. 
“My life, my love, my all, 

What care I for your money 
When into my arms you fall. 


Give it to the blind or the orphans, 
Or if you really think you had 
‘orter’, 
Draw it all from the bank 
And give it to your daughter.” 


Jimmy Pipp prevailed at last; 
To the daughter went all the quid. 
“Did Jimmy’, you ask, “marry her?” 
I'll say he did. 
M. K. 


According to my way of thinking 
there is just one way to get even 
with a girl. Proceed as follows: 


Rush up to the specimen as if you 
were tickled to death to see her and 
in a sweet tone say, “Well, how’s my 
girl today?” Ten times out of nine 
she will answer coyly, “Oh, all 
right.” 

Then is the psychological moment. 
Just say coldly, but loud enough for 
bystanders to hear, “How do you 
know?” 
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WE THINK SO, TOO 

He was lazily swinging in a ham- 
mock on Millard St. and gazing 
dreamily toward Mr. Peters’ lawn 
when she approached him, “Of what 
are you thinking, dearest?” 

He hesitated. 

“Tell me,” she gently urged. 

“Oh, I was thinking how much 
nicer it is to lie in a hammock and 
watch a man struggle with a lawn 
mower than it is to struggle with a 
lawn mower and think how much 
nicer it is to lie in a hammock and 
watch a man struggle with a lawn 
mower, than it is to struggle with a 
lawn mower.” 

She revived two hours later. 


GOOFEY GUS 
Chatterbox Editor 


I WONDER 
Is Carl Wood? 
Has Myrtle Runge? 
Does Vivian Hunt? 
Is Florence Gray? 
Is lone Wise? 
Does Stuart Waltz? 
Has Esther Schott? 
Is Pearl Hardy? 
Is Marion Kubik? 
Is Louise Young? 
Is Cliften Wight? 
Does Florence Popp? 
Is Margaret Frank ? 
Is Jeanette Tarr? 
Is Clarence Bacon? 
Is Marion King? 
Is Viola Black? 
Is Bob Glass? 
Is Beatrice Brown? 
Is Saginaw High? 
Did Gertrude Spring? 
Is Dorothy Best? 
Is Helen Gay? 


STUDENT LANTERN 


LAST WILL AND TESTAMENT 


I, Breslin Behse, being of sound 
mind and good disposition, do heart- 
ily declare this to be my last will 
and testament. 

CLAUSE I—PART I 

All my property and money shall 
go to the person who shall give my 
remains (if there be such) the most 
impressive burial with due regards 
to the following conditions : 


II 


The officiating clergyman shall be 
King Benjamin. 


II 


The only music shall be the ren- 
dering with a mouth organ, kizoo 
and trombone of “Mr. Gallagher and 
Mr. Shean”, and “Pop Goes the 
Weasel”. 

IV 

My body shall be placed in the po- 

sition of playing a Jew’s harp. 
V 


My coffin shall be fitted with a 
brass door knob and castors and 
shall be towed behind the hearse. 

VI 


My funeral MUST make over 60 

miles per hour. 
CLAUSESIT 

Owing to the very general terms 
of Part I of Clause I, I make this 
provision: 

If more than one claim the priv- 
ilege of burying me, or should any 
other dispute arise, each of the 
claimants shall bury me in turn, my 
executor judging the results. 


CLAUSE III 


The executor of this will shall be 
Rolland Sargent. 


Signed, 
BRESLIN BEHSE. 


: MORTUARY 
Collected by Vincent Picard 


Here lies Alfred, dead as a stone, 
Croaked because Marion’s hair was 
combed. 
Here lies Peter Brown, 
The football star, : 
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He’s not going where the good 
people are. 

A fence, a car, 

A tremendous shriek, 

But Rummel’s foot with the brake 
didn’t meet, 

So here he lies beneath our feet. 

A bottle empty, 

In fact just drained, 

At twelve o’clock it began to rain, 

The pavement slippery, 

Just like ice, 

Then ‘twas said 

Over Boogie and Ray, 

“My, don’t they look NICE.” 

Miss Holland lies here, 

Beneath this mound, 

She always detested 

The worm in the ground. 

On earth she never told a lie, 

But here she’s gonna lie and lie. 

He looked into the end of the gun 

To see if it was loaded, 

And sure enough in Cross’s face, 

The gun went off, exploded. 

Here lies Richardson, 

A guy so dumb, 

That he thinks a SPARTON 

Is some kind of Rum. 

Here lies Smith, 

Guess which one. 

Mortuaries furnished for funerals, 
weddings or any occasions similar 
to these, also external and internal 
decorations for graveyards. 

Vincent Picard. 


ODDS AND ENDS 
Discovered by V. Picard 


Dost thou love life? Then, do not 
squander time, for that is the stuff 
life is made of !—Franklin. 

Oh, boy! I see where there’s 
going to be a lota of deaths around 
this school. 

Never borrow money unless you 
require it. 

Woman is trouble. 
looking for her. 

Early birds may get the worms. 
They also get all the seeds in the 
gardens. f 

Why is a lawn like a human head? 


Man is always 


Because it has to be both cut and t i 


trimmed and afterwards sprinkled. 
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Always laugh gaily, loud and mer- 
rily in Miss Einfalt’s session room; 
it pays in the end. Any way you do. 

A caretaker is a man who takes 
care of somebody else’s goods. 
There are too many caretakers 
around school. 

We used to sing a song about P, F, 
G and E’s, 

But now we sing a different song, 
especially about the E’s. 

“A” is a mark we all crave to get; 

“B” is a mark we hope to set; 

Some are glad to get a “C”, 

Others are happy to get a “D”, 

But who in this school wants an 
a as 

Everyone knows the song about 
“School Days”, but it’s all out of 
date for us. They use ninth hours 
for today instead of the good old 
club we used to get. 


ETT AMIAMA 


The Seven Sutherland Sis- 
ters’ Syncopated Society will 
give a concert tonight. 


munis 


WWusueedvonocns i eecesioeesanaouctitiuuateearovavsguecevsnuoeasaaneeetaaeeesgay ETASAN EN Yee HUES ATAT 


A WHile ago 
WHEN I was 

IN the 

ARmy 

AT CAMP Custer 

A ROOkey 
STaggered exhausted 
INto 

MY arms. 

HE Kept panting 
“Oh! Lord!” 

“Oh! Lord!” 

I Finally brought 
HIm too and asked him 
HIS Trouble. 

HE Said, 

“We-were at 
Machine gun practice 
AND When 

THE bloomen things 
WUZ reADY 

THE Dern Officer 
Bellers out 

‘SHoot at WILL’ 
AN 

My name's 

WILL.” 


YES! you idiot! 


It’s 


THE 


END 
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Winning Citizenship Essays 


DAN BLAKE’S CITIZENSHIP 
By Pearl Thibos—Eleventh Grade. 


A small group of boys were talking angrily in the dressing room 
of the gym. The final game of the season had been played, and won, 
but it was rather a dejected group who stood discussing it. 

In another corner of the room sat the other member of the team, 
alone, hidden behind a trunk in the darkness of the corner. He had 
a sneaking, fearful manner and was evidently much afraid of being 
caught. “Pl just listen to what they say,” he spoke sullenly. I'll take 
no more from that big-headed bully, “Art” Mason, who is parading 
his position as captain before the world and posing as the hero of the 
world. But I guess I've fixed him now! Gracious, but I did it up brown 
too! But why are they kicking? The game is won and we’re cham- 
pions again. But what’s that?” Here the figure in the darkness grew 
tense and listened intently as these words floated toward him,—‘“‘Yes, 
coach, we won. We hold a championship record, but I’d rather be 
defeated in every game and do it square, than to win and gain such a 
name, not only for us fellows on the team, but for our school and even 
our town. Honest, boys, we can’t afford it!” 

“Oh, listen to our hero,” muttered the tense figure in the darkness. 
“Maybe now you won’t feel like the only fellow in the school. Maybe 
you won’t hear quite so many sweet words falling from the lips of fair 
flatterers.. They won’t think you quite so worthy now! Ha! Ha! At 
this point he uttered a low, course triumphant laugh, which however, 
was drowned by the excited voices of the team and their coach. 

In a few moments the boys left the gym, and when he thought it 
safe, the figure came out from hiding and went out of the gym and up a 
dark street home. 

Littledon High School had held the state championship in basket- 
ball for three years, but better than this was the fact that it was always 
won fairly by clean, manly players. 

But one Dan Blake had recently come to town, and because of his 
excellent strength, was almost immediately hailed and won for the foot- 
ballteam. Here he made good, so when the season came he was placed 
on the basketball team. 

It so happened that there was one particular girl, “Marj” Davis 
who stood high in the favor of Dan and also Art Mason, the captain of 
the team. She was a girl of much charm and the fellow who could gain 
her friendship was indeed to be envied. At least, this was Dan's opinion. 

On several occasions, just as Dan thought he was beginning to make 
an impression upon her, Art Mason had “interfered” and had carried 
her off himself. She was open in her admiration for both the boy him- 
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self and his wonderful achievements on the athletic field. This face 
made Dan Blake no happier and he vowed that he would make Art 
pay for it. “TIl gain her by hook or crook,” he had repeated to him- 
self almost constantly for weeks. His envy finally became a passion 
and revenge became the main desire of his rather cowardly soul. 

One by one the games of the season, with their laurels, had come 
and gone and Dan came to be considered an important cog in the 
machinery of that well-trained team. But more than once when he 
had become angered at little things he had given the team occasion for 
fears as to his conduct in the future. But, as yet, he had done nothing 
to further their fears. “Pl give them no chance to disgrace me,” he 
had thought, “till my chance comes.” 

At last the great game came. The Littleton team was to play 
their final game, against their most formidable opponents. Much 
speculation was being carried on, both in school, among school groups 
and in the business circles of the town. The captain’s name was al- 
ways spoken in praise, and Dan could find no fault with the amount of 
commendation he received. 

On the day of the big game he had heard Marj say, “I think Art 
Mason is wonderful on the floor. The team works like clock work, but 
what could they do without him?” 

“Oh, really,” muttered Dan. ‘Perhaps she’ll sing a different song 
later. Lets wait and see. I’ll fix him.” 

The team was in perfect condition and waited impatiently for 
evening. Finally, as they slowly filed out onto the big floor and began 
to practice shooting, a ripple of approval spread over the expectant 
throng and rose to a roar of applause. As Art walked to one side of 
the floor, a girlish voice called, “Fight hard, Art, you know we depend 
on you-”’ $ 

But Art was not the only one to hear these words. Dan heard 
them also and suddenly grew tense with anger. “Pll do it! I don’t 
know how, or even just what Pll do yet, but I’ll make her change her 
story some way.” 

At last the referee’s whistle blew, the ball shot into the air and 
the game was on. The Littledon boys were at their best, but were 
forced to work hard against their strong opponents. Little by little the 
score was creeping up, and at the end of the first half stood at 7-6 in 
favor of Littledon. ‘Tve done nothing yet,” muttered Dan to himself. 
“T must do it, I must, I must.” The words seemed to grip him, and as 
he took his place for the second half his fists were clenched and his 
face was set. More than one noticed it, but thought it only his deter- 
mination to win. 

“I must, I must,” the words repeated themselves in his brain. The 
whistle blew and again the ball was in play. Both teams were more 
fired with the determination to win than before. The action was quick 
and lively and the great crowd of spectators sat still and tense, scarce- 
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ly breathing as the playing moved quickly from one end of the floor to 
the other. 

“Ah, now,” thought Dan, as he had a chance to push Art, forcing 
him to trip his opponent just as he was about to throw the ball toward 
the basket. “Ha,” he muttered between clenched teeth, glancing 
quickly around him. “That was one score for me and no one saw me 
do it either. Now what will she think of her faultless captain?” 

The referee called a foul on Art, and the victim of Dan’s cowardly 
act was carried from the floor, unable to stand. Little did Dan care 
for this and several times during the game repeated the same thing, 
but luckily, no one else was injured. Finally, the captain of the op- 
posing team called for time and told Art he would leave the floor if he 
kept on in his rough style of playing. Art tried to explain, but could 
not make them understand and Dan was too mean to confess. 

Finally after an interminable time, it seemed to Art, the game was 
ended and in the yells and noise which followed, Art was carried from 
the floor on the shoulders of the team and he dimly realized that the 
game was won, but the words, “They think I’m crooked,” blazed be- 
fore him. In the dressing room he told the fellows, “Boys, I don’t 
know how it happened, but someone kept pushing me and I couldn’t 
help tripping them.” Dan not daring to meet the words and the eyes 
of his team mates, hurried into the room ahead of them and hid in the 
darkest of the farthest corner while they discussed the game, and 
in their excitement they failed to notice that he was not with them. 
On his way home, he said triumphantly, “I did it, and I succeeded. I'm 
glad we won too, because I’ll get a lot of the credit and it will be easy 
to pose as a hero and hide my tracks.” 

The next day he asked Marj to go to a movie with him that even- 
ing, and was astonished to hear her say, ‘‘No!” all the fire of her spirit 
leaping to her eyes. At her brief word he almost forgot himself, but 
caught her as she started to leave him. “Explain yourself, your High- 
ness,” he said, laughing. 

“Yes, I’ll tell you why,” she replied, quivering in her anger. “I 
will not go anywhere with a fellow who cannot be a sport. That 
fellow doesn’t even know what the word ‘Citizenship’ means. Oh, 
don’t look so surprised. You know what I mean. I saw what you did 
last night, although I guess I’m the only one who did. If you don’t own 
up to it and clear Art, I will tell for you!” And she turned and left 
him, while he was so astonished he was unable to control himself and 
he went home immediately. 

Nothing developed from the situation, but Dan had a queer guilty 
feeling, unknown before, whenever he thought of it. Time passed 
and the school entered upon its annual citizenship drive. At the end 
of the month pins were to be awarded to those deemed worthy by their 
fellow students, and they entered upon the campaign enthusiastically. 
When the election day came, Dan was one elected to receive a citizen- 
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ship pin. He felt quite elated over his triumph, but when the time 
came for him to walk to the front to receive his pin, he felt Marj’s 
blazing eyes upon him. As he reached for his pin, he checked himself 
quickly, and lifting his head he said, “I have something to confess, and 
I cannot take the pin. May I speak to the Principal in his office? And 
I would like to have Art Mason also, if you please.” His request was 
granted and he confessed all. He did not go without paying the price 
for his act, but when he went home that afternoon he felt happier than 
he had for weeks. It seemed that a great load had suddenly lifted it- 
self from his shoulders and that thick black cloud that had surrounded 
him, had vanished. 

That night he sat in his room reading the list of qualifications for 
a good school citizen, for a pin, but his eyes lingered longest on the 
paragraph headed, “Sportsmanship.” And as he lay in the darkness 
thinking, he could not close his eyes, but seemed to see constantly be- 
fore him, in letters of fire, these words: 

“I cannot go anywhere with a fellow who cannot be a sport. He 
does not even know what the word ‘Citizenship’ means.” 

“But,” sighed Dan, “I guess it is not too late to learn.” 


STUDENT LANTERN 


Which? 


By Marjorie Albright, Tenth Grade 
Once there was a boy named Willy, 
Thought this Citizenship Drive most silly ; 
“What do I care if the halls get mussy ? 
Only makes the teachers fussy. 
What do I care if the yards are littered? 
Only less time for the janitor to flutter. 
I can’t help it if I'm late— 
Didn't get up ‘till after eight. 
Never have to take care of books at home, 
And at school they sure do roam. 
I can't bother to be polite, 
I practice that bunk every night.” 


All this he said and much more, too, 

And left the work for George to do. 

But George was one who never shirked, 

Fair in play as well as work 

He was not a leader gay, 

And when he did wrong he was willing to pay. 
He was always on time and did his best, 

And enjoyed himself as well as the rest; 

The habits that we form in youth 

Follow us through life forsooth. 

And if one is careless and lets things slip, 

We would not value his Citizenship. 

So after these boys to manhood grew, 

Which one would you rather have work for you? 


Good Citizenship 


By Esther Dubendorf—9-B Grade. 


A desolate lot was this one on the corner of Washington and Del- 
aware, 

“It spoils the appearance of the whole nighborhood,” exclaimed 
Robert Grant, spoking a stick into a pile of old tins and miscellaneous 
refuse. 

“It’s a shame that the owner doesn’t clean it up and forbid dump- 
answered James Coon. 

“It’s owned by parties out of town,” said Pete Brown, “and I un- 
derstand the court is trying to decide as to the exact ownership, so no 
one is responsible.” 


> 
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The three boys were very much interested in beatifying their own 
neighborhood. Each was contributing to his share toward it, by means 
of a well kept garden at home. 

They all felt the disgrace of this desolate lot, with its pile of re- 
fuse. It attracted unpleasant notice and comment of passersby, and 
the place cast reflection on the whole community. 

“There are so many loads of the refuse that we couldn’t possibly 
clean it up. Besides the public dump is too far away,” said Robert. 

“What would be the use anyway?” asked James, “ and besides 
more stuff would be thrown kere, even if it isn’t a public dump.” 

“A sign asking people not to do it for the sake of the community, 
or I'll tell you, we could get some of the fellows and appeal to them as 
good citizens not to do it,” suggested Robert. 

“That’s all right as far as it goes,” James said, “But that doesn’t 
remove the eyesore. These old piles will remain and there’s nothing 
to burn up. I wish we could cover up the whole thing.” 

“You’ve suggested the cure, for this summer at least,” said Pete. 

“How?” asked Robert. 

“Cover the stuff up and make it a beatuy spot. Pll show you,” said 
Pete. ‘You know the trouble I’m having with bind weed in my garden? 
Pm digging roots and pulling vines down every day. Pll bring some 
roots over and plant them by these worst piles and in a few weeks 
there will be a mass of vine leaves hiding everything. Besides, the 
blossoms are pretty. 

“The first good deed bindweed ever performed,” laughed Robert. 

“Well help you,” said James. 

“But that isn’t all,’ went on Pete, “We can level oif 
a strip of the front here and put in a bed of mixed zennians. They will 
bloom until late frost.” 

“I see, the bed itself will keep people from dumping and I have 
some seeds of the gians sunflower and we can plant a background 
screen of big sunflowers,” said James. 

“Fellows, we can do it. Let’s get the crowd out and put in a Sat- 
urday here instead of playing ball,” said Robert. 

That is how it came about that a spot, which had drawn attention 
by its ugliness now drew notice by its wealth of bloom. The bindweed 
did its duty over the old piles in front. 

The gorgeous sunflower screen shut off the back and also drew 
birds. The zinnas lent a belt of color to the front. 

In admiring the color, people forgot what it hid. 

After all, the boys who helped moke this place beautiful, were 
growing up to be useful citizens, besides getting a great deal of fun 
out of doing things for the community. 
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NOT SO LONG AGO 


—— | € 


The Seniors, about to graduate, think they are pretty big, but it was not so long 
ago that pictures like these were taken. For instance, we have (upper left) Mabel 
Davis admiring a distant lollypop, (center) Ruth Nelson at the time she was con- 


sidering becoming a snake charmer, (upper right) Agnes Orr in her first party dress, 
(below) Helen Moore after her first hair cut. 
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In a very short time the Seniors will be Alumni of Saginaw High 
School. So for the present, let us look into the future and see the probable 
occupation of some of the members of the closs of 1923. 

October, 1923 

From a recent notice in the Saginaw paper we see that Mable Davis 
was slightly injured while crossing the road to attend one of her classes at 
Hillsdale. (By the way, Mable is probably not used to such dense traffic.) 

Ypsilanti has a great many Saginaw High students this year. Among 
them are Eunice Reinig, Helen Pattinson, Isabel McDonald, Leona Luczyk, 
Dorothy Robinson. Who knows in a few years these people will be teaching 
others instead of being taught. 

The class of 1923 may even some day boast of a movie star, for Mar- 
garet Raquet has again gone out west and is entering the movies. 

Elizabeth Wilcox is attending Emma Willard and it is rumored that 
she is winning much praise for her splendid work in Latin. 

Down in Missouri at the Lindenwood school for girls is Margaret 
Frank. Someone tells us that there are a great many boys’ schools close 
by. Wonder why she chose that school? 

Phineas Adair, so fatigued from the work of last year has decided to 
rest for a year and is spending him time at his home in Harbor Beach. 

Have you seen the large crowds at Heavenrich’s? Want to know the 
reason? Clarence Schultz is working there. 

Alma Gilbert is learning to become a librarian at Y. A. C. Florence 
Alice Albright is also attending this school, but she is taking up Domestic 
Science. 

Jack Tennant has decided to rest a year and next year will enter 
Michigan. 

At Rockford, Carolyn Pierson (the girl who used to swallow buttons) 
is passing her time. 

Elizabeth White and Dorothy Fox are attending Alma. 

At Saginaw General Hospital are Thelma Rabe and Iris Gardener 
learning the profession of nursing. 

John Gillingham is at Bay Port pulling in the fish. 

The last year’s editor of the Student Lantern, Breslin Behse, is now 
attending Michigan. 

At Oberlin, Dorothy Bartlett is now attempting to sing her way to 
fame. 

You'd be surprised, but there are some from the class of 1923 already 
teaching. Marion LaLonde is in Bridgeport; Mary Fouls and Zada Leach 
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are also trying to impart knowledge to their students. i 

William Hesse is working in the jewelry store. Now we know why 
Hesse’s store is so popular. 

Pearly Hardy is at Mt. Pleasant. 

Every year Michigan always claims a great many from S. H. S. Among 
these are Emelie Oppenheim, Marian Kubic, Margaret McNally, Ruth Nel- 
son, Bernard Bates, Charles Rick. 

Helen Moore, you know, gets rather homesick and so she is attending 
Hillsdale so that she may come home real often. 

Madelaine Louden is practicing Domestic Science at home. 

At Wilde Cliff, Pennsylvania, Ruth Pitcher has resigned herself. 

Mt. Pleasant claims another one of the class of 1923. Marion Pierce 
has gone there. 

Secretaries are always needed so for that reason Mary Isles is at Ferris 
Institute, taking up a secretarial course. 

NOTE— (If any slight error has been made, pray overlook it, as wild 
guesses had to be made on some.) 


O: 


Music Contest Lost By One Point 


By Mary Bixby 

Well, folks, we had a very narrow escape at Mt. Pleasant. Yes, sir, 
we just escaped winning first place by one point. Flint won it from us with 
18 points to our 17. 

The fourth annual state high school musical contest took place Thurs- 
day and Friday, May 24-25, at Mt. Pleasant. Twenty schools participated 
in the contest, which was held in the Auditorium of the Normal. The sole 
judge was Prof. Peter W. Dykema of the University of Wisconsin. 

Our first number was a violin solo by Theodore Spiess, who won first 
place last year, but due to a little over-confidence was put in second place 
this year, giving us two points instead of the desired four. 

The contralto song, sung by Elizabeth Herbert ; the bass solo, by Vernon 
Praschan; the soprano solo, by Dorothy Bartlett; tenor solo, by Howard 
Monroe, and the boys’ and girls’ quartettes did not bring any points, being 
well rendered, but competition was too strong. 

Our double quartette, made up of Dorothy Bartlett, Elizabeth Herbert, 
Dorothy Fox, Ruth Mavis, Howard Monroe, Vincent Picard, Frank Car- 
michael and Vernon Praschan won first place in its event, giving us seven 
points. Isabel McDonald accompanied them. The judge spoke in a very 
complimentary manner of the quartette, and was especially impressed by 
the second number, “How Lovely Are the Messengers”, a sacred piece. 

Our orchestra won first place in class B, giving us eight points. Prof: 
Dykema spoke very highly of Mrs. Patterson as a director and advised the 
other directors in class B to profit by her method of directing. 

Our failure to win the cup was a disappointment to all, but it left us 


all with a fresh determination to see that we will not let it happen again. 
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April 30—Student Lantern and Aurora Add staff meeting. As usual they 
are informed of the burden on their shoulders. 
May 1—Citizenship drive on. Senior Week. 

Chapel. Wilbur Brucker does his bit for the Citizenship drive. 
Breslin thinks up a new one. Gum this time. How the under- 
classmen are going to miss your monthly speech next year, Breslin. 

2—Members of the Student Council speak to Freshmen on Good Citi- 
zenship. One time when H. D. H.’s training is appreciated. 

3—Just to be different, some of “us girls” decide not to bob our hair. 

4—Vincent Picard tell us in Eng. XII that the sun rises in the west. 
We are looking forward to the next sunrise, Vincent. 
Some of our male fashion extremists introduce derbies as head 
gear. They helped the Rummage sale, anyway. 

7—Some odd things do happen in our classes, for instance: 
Mr. MacCallum, holding up a concave lens: Through this lens 
everything is diminished—you all appear to me blocks off. 
J. Johnson (nudging Elizabeth Wilcox): Look how small Mr. 
MacCallum’s face looks: through it. 
E. Wilcox: Oh, isn’t it cute! 

8—Neatness is in order now. You never can tell just when those 
judges may step into the session rooms. 


10—Juniors call a class meeting and plan their Junior dance for May 18. 
11—Sophomore and Freshmen girls attend Chapel and hear talk on 
College advantages. Amphion Candy Sale. 
14—Junior Week. 
Breslin Behse, Carl Burger and Bub Oppermann plan to attend 
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June 


Journalistic Conference in Ann Arbor. 

15—Hoppy finds a rival. Mr. Perry Shorts adds zest to Citizenship 
Drive. 

16—Juniors postpone party until June 1. 

17—The Seniors find out how much they don’t know. One of our 
prominent friends tells us that a Korean has eight legs. That 
right, Boogie? 
Another shocking discovery—a chameleon is a bird, the battle of 
Lexington was fought in 1812. All due to those Intelligence 


Tests. 
22—Last talk on Citizenship program delivered by Mr. Claggert of 
Detroit. 


23—“The Physics Party.” The Physics students receive a reward for 
their year of labor and enjoy a party in the Gym. after viewing 
experiments in Room H. Refreshments were served and dancing 
enjoyed. A prize was offered by Mr. MacCallum for the best 
dancers, and Boogie Schirmer literally, as well as figuratively, 
took the cake. For its present whereabouts ask Mr. Irwin Sweet 
—he knows. 

24—Plorad meeting. New officers elected. 
Man the life boats—swab the deck. Mr. MacCallum’s classroom 
qualifies as a swimming pool as the result of an experiment. Water, 
water everywhere. 
Boy, page the mop. 

25—Pep meeting for the baseball game. We win. 
Our Junior play. We sure have got to hand it to the Juniors. 

28—Freshman Week. 

29—Citizenship election. How we envy the election boards. 
Spanish party. Now we wish we had taken Spanish. 

30—Decoration Day—our last vacation until school closes. Some of 
our Seniors feel like singing that little song, entitled “Good-bye 
Forever”. 

31—Seniors girls get all fussed up about the party on June 9. 

1—Pictures being exchanged. Something like that reciprocity scheme 
we studied about in History XII. 

9—The party itself. Senior girls well represented at the home of 
Mrs. George Boyd as guests of the American Association of Uni- 
versity Women. 

17—Baccalaureate. Rev. Bradley speaks to graduating class. 

18—Class Day. The class horn is again conquered and passed on to 
the next year’s Seniors. Valedictorian and class president say 
their pieces. Best program yet. Isn't that some song? 

20—Everyone just a little bit scared at the thought of marching up 
the Auditorium aisles. “Would that we were what we were when 
we were whatever we were.” 

21—Commencement. The ex-Seniors make their initial bow to the 
world. Hope we will renew our friendships at College, folks. 
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TRACK 


S. H. S.—LANSING 78—-IN DUAL MEET 


We went to Lansing with a seven-man team, only two of which were 
veterans, and on May 5th gave the “big reds” the run of their lives. Captain 
Smith proved what a “dyed-in-the-wool-yard-wide-guaranteed not to shrink” 
trackster he is by rounding up 17 points, thereby making himself high scorer 
of the day. Where did he get them? Oh, listen to this: He wont a shot 
put with 44 ft. 11 in., got over a bar 10 ft. 7 in. above the ground with the 
aid of a pole, took a second in discus and broad jump and third in the high 
jump. What he might have done if he had had a little time to rest between 
events may be guessed from the fact that he has beaten both marks in discus 
and javelin. 

Ed. Peters, who is in fine condition from sprinting to his first-hour 
class, followed the example of the famous streak and won the 100-yard dash 
and the 440 into the bargain (another 10 points). 

Grant Mason knew a kangaroo once and liked him, so he studied his 
actions. Hence his victory in the 120-yard hurdles, and his second in the 220 
low. 

The only trouble with Laddy Baker’s win in the half mile was the fact 
that he had to run the distance to prove it. In the mile, O’Donald lost first 
by a scant yard (he scared his man stiff), and Brown came in third in the 
220 dash. The rest of the events went to Lansing, but judging from results, 
we have a fast, scrappy, classy team and wish them the “best o’ luck”. 

o 


SAGINAW’S THREE-MAN TEAM TENTH IN STATE MEET 


Represented by one of the smallest squads on the field, Saginaw took 
tenth place at the Michigan Interscholastic track meet. Captain Smith, 
Ed. Peters and Laddie Baker were the only entrants and earned 7 points, 
taking a first and a third. Five of the scores came when Sheriff Smith out- 
classed the field with a shot put of 44 ft. 614 inches. In thé 440, Ed. Peters 
finishing close behind the leaders, took third, adding the other two points. 
Laddie Baker ran a fine race in the half mile, but being fifth over the line 
added no points. 

The Detroit schools took the meet almost by sheer force of numbers, 
as nearly all sent full teams. Arthur Hill was fifth with 15 points, mainly 
through the work of Lovette, who broke the javelin record. 
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PMU A AT 


SIDELIGHTS ON THE STATE MEET 


It looked for a while as if Ed. Peters had won the 440 for 
Saginaw. He led the field by five yards until the last 100 yards, 
then in the sprint he was nosed out losing first by four feet. 


Pe 


One of the prettiest runners in the state is Hornberger of 
Ann Arbor. In taking the mile he appeared to be running much 
slower than the others, but at the finish he was in the lead by 75 
: yards. 


nununmannnmina 
Hn 


: Among the high points of the day for Saginaw spectators was 
Baker’s showing in the half. After trailing next to last until the 
final 200 yards, he gained above 15 yards, finishing fifth, about 
8 yards behind the winner. 


M A eee ECU 4 


BASEBALL 


S. H. S. 3—-MT. PLEASANT 6 
Bad Start Fatal 


A bad start and a good finish, but more of the bad than the good, so 
we lost to Mt. Pleasant at Alumni Field on the 28th of April. 


They had a grand time in the first three innings, especially the third, 
getting four hits, two passes, and a hit batsman helped along by two errors 
by our men. It stood 6-0 then. About that time things changed. They 
never got a man past third, and Benjamin, pitching for Saginaw, struck out 
nine. We got a run in the fourth and then in the eighth two more, but the 
lead was too much in spite of four errors by the visitors. Our line-up was 
as follows: 


a A a A N EE S O ece ter or ss 
STUDS Wty verse tnt I eno A A eterno teat ae entice 3b 
RIOTS Nee eects: wena act eee Coe ee ae ese ee eae c 
Brown 

Thayer 

UE tf ELTHAM AUAA S E E E E ET E T T TE p 
SCRI CON h IE EE E a e eo ak Utisoe on cf 
BOEING oes Sie wera E E E sk Wen 2b 


Henne 
The score: 


Me BSCE mate aens re Renn vente en mnie peRImE Terme 1140000 0 0-6 
BS eI saat th citar acess EE E tao 0001000 2 0-3 
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S. H. S. 5—BAY CITY CENTRAL 7—IN LOOSE GAME 


The second game of the season was lost to Bay City on May 5, because 
of a loosely played game. Poor base running helped to defeat the Black and 
Gold, as three men were picked off. Neither team was in good form, but 
Bay City was able to take advantage of her chances. Thayer relieved Ben- 
jamin in the seventh after the latter had been hit hard. Jim Bothwell 
clouted four hits in as many times up. The score: 

Bay OIA cer abate Race coterie eee 1023 03 00 0-9 7 8 
ASIN T A A, 0210104100511 8 
Schweinsberg and Lefler; Benjamin, Thayer and Rummel. 


S. H. S. 2—KALAMAZOO 5 


On May 12, Saginaw’s pill swatters journeyed to Kalamazoo and fell 
5-2 before the west staters’ star pitcher. The game was limited to seven 
innings by agreement and was won on pitching, though Kazoo was fortun- 
ate in bunching hits when they were needed. 

Errors in the first put Saginaw men on bases, a sacrifice moved them 
a notch, then a fine single by Brown brought two runs across. 

Kazoo’s big inning was the fourth, when they gained four runs on well 
placed hits. The score: 
SacI ANN a N a van oscar AAAA ARS 2 0 
VEE re e E EEATT EEN E AA 0 O0 

Thayer and Rummel; Vaneck and Morley. 


0 O 
0 1 


OV 
bb 


0 
0 a 


S. H. S. 12—BATTLE CREEK 3 


Brown’s Homer Big Feature 


May 12 was a great day for Saginaw, for Battle 
Creek was swamped 12-3, before a large crowd. 
The game was fairly close until the seventh, when 
Pete Brown drove a homer with two on bases and 
broke the resistance. Benjamin held the Creekites 
to five hits but was a trifle wild at times. The 
summary: 


Saginaw voce 1 
Battle Creek 
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S. H. S. 7—BATTLE CREEK 4 
Pete Brown’s Batting Saves Day 


On May 25th Saginaw defeated Battle Creek for the second time this 
year, by a score of 7-4. The Black and Gold was tied twice but pulled away 
due largely to Pete’s batting eye. He hit two doubles, scored two runs, 
drove in two and took two bases on balls. 

Benjamin pitched a fine game, being hit only five times and fanning 
ten. The whole team played good ball and once there was almost a triple 
play for Saginaw. The climax of the game came in the fifth and sixth. In 
the fifth, with the score tied, Pete doubled, gained third on an out and scored 
on a wild pitch. With men on second and third in the sixth inning, Pete 
again knocked a double and clenched the day. The score: 


Battle Creek orrira oo E IARE 2 0 1 O 1 00 04 5 5 
STA WV. esaigeoennane an N HAR ir ee amen 2101120 "710 5 


S. H. S. 5—OWOSSO 8—IN OVERTIME GAME 


It took ten innings for Owosso to down Saginaw on May 19. At the 
end of the ninth the verdict stood 5-5, but in the tenth a two bagger by 
Owosso forced in two runs and another hit gave the third score. 

Owosso got started early but it took four innings to net a run for the 
Black and Gold. A hit batsman started things, then two hits. In the sixth, 
four runs came through after good batting, but here the fun ended for 


Saginaw. 
Benjamin weakened in the fifth and the visitors scored three runs on 


two passes, two hits and a hit batsman. Thayer was put in and held till the 
tenth, when things fell through. Score: 


GATOS E O A cenit ro errr A 1 Od 30000 3— 
Saginaw seenen ine hiiia a hi 0 000 1 4000 0—5 


ie) 


1 
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A Parody on 
“LADY OF THE LAKE” 


With apologies to Sir Walter Scott 

The man at eve had drunk his fill, 

Where danced the moon on his cop- 
per still, 

And deep his midnight best had 
made 

In wallbridge Park’s deep oaken 
shade; 

But when the sun his beacon red 

Had kindled on his lowly bed, 

He heard a blood hound’s heavy bay 

Resounding up the rocky way ; 

And faint from farther distance 
home 

He heard the cops in the frosty 
morn, 

The chief who to the coppers call, 

“To arms, ye valiant! Storm the 


wall!” 

The staggering monarch of the 
waste, 

Sprang from his leafy couch in 
haste, Å 


But ere his fleet career he took 

The dew drops from his clothes he 
shook ! 

Like crested leader proud and high, 

Tossed his stewed top not to the 
sky; 

A moment gazed adown the gale, 

A moment snuffed the bottle stale, 

A moment listened to the cry 

That grew more intense as the 
crowd drew nigh; 

Then as the headmost foes appeared, 

With one brave bound the cops he 
cleared, 

And stretching forward free and far, 

Sought the refuge of a nearby bar. 


ram 
The Invi] 2 >-egshman 
were heard.” —Pà $ 
i ordinarliy 


Ma 


| 4 l 
jam no good unless I strike,” said 
/match. 

And you lose your head every 


> you do,” said the match box. 


y y. 
\ * * 


len you come to think of it, the 
rn girl’s knowledge of needle- 
‘is often confined to putting a 
yne on the phonograph.—New 
s States. 
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ONLY TODAY 


Yesterday's sun went down last 
night, 
And the sun of tomorrow is yet to 
rise; 
Only the sky of today is bright 
Over the path where our journey 
lies. 
We that would come to the goal at 
last 
Must wait not the dream beside 
the way; 
There is hope in the future and help 
from the past, 
But for work there is only today. 


Yesterday's thread was used at eve, 
And the thread of tomorrow is not 
yet spun; 
Only today may our shuttle weave 
Strands of gold in the web begun. 
Heed we the lesson and hold it fast, 
There is hope in the future and 
help from the past, 
But for work there is only today. 
Author Unknown. 


They always say Buck, Red ‘or 
Shorty, 

Pete or Jim or Joe or Spoke; 

It’s bad matters, don’t you know 

And may cause a-a-a-a-a-fight. 
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GIRLS, HUH!!! 


There are girls that wear ‘em long, 

There are girls that wear ’em short, 

They say it’s fashion, don’t you 
know? 

And then again it’s short. 

There are girls that wear earrings 

And pinch their pretty ears, 

And others with their hair 

Exercise the barber’s shears; 

They wear hats of every red, and 
green, and pink 

And black, that’s all very true. 

In fact, while going down the street 

You see hats of every hue. 

But we're told that our grand- 
mothers, 

While walking down the street, 

Wore skirts very long and full, 

And wide shoes on their feet. 

Now don’t you think that’s better 

Than the fashion is today? 

A girl who’d dress like grandmother 
did 

Is more sensible in every way. 

WYS, ’23. 


P. S.—Fictitious initials. 


“I tried to draw the queen, but got the deuce.” 
Quoth the discarded -Jack -of Hearts: 
—Green Gander, 


Conversation overheard in the 
hall: 

“Hello, Wes, how’s your girl?” 

W. R.: “Which one?” 


Fresh. to Soph.: “Where are 
going?” 
Soph. : 
Fré 


IGNORANCE 

Miss Parsons was telling her 6th 
hour class that they should not ask 
such foolish questions, and to illus- i 
trate she said that when she was a € 
little girl her mother would tell sto- e 
ries to her and her little brothers on 
Sunday afternoon. 

This particular afternoon she was 
telling them the story of the Ark. 
One of the boys asked what was 
done with the Ark after the flood. 
Paul Smith, who had been listening 
with a look of intelligence on his 
face, suddenly blurted out: “Aw, 
they turned it into a dance hall!” 


A RICH ONE 


“Would she rock a fella?” 
oe ” 
I dunno, I never Astor. 


HUMAN NATURE 


When a boy loves a little Lassie 
And the Lassie loves the boy, 

Should the boy then fool the Lassie 
Or the Lassie fool the boy? 


This question’s never been settled 
Since Adam or wife Eve, 

Each one has met his mettle 
And walked away just peeved. 


Now the Lassie thinks she’s happy 
When the boy is gone away, 

But she’d be a sad little Lassie 
If “Hello” he wouldn’t say. 


But when one ponders deeply, 
As every human should, 
They'd find each would ditch each 
other 
As quick as each other could. 
/ RICKY. 
f 
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GUESS STOOLS WERE HANDY 


Three-year-old May had a pen- 
chant for clipping. Given a pair of 
scissors, she would leave nothing un- 
slit, and one day, in a frenzy of joy, 
she cut her curly-headed brother’s 
head quite bald. 

“Miss May!” shrieked the nurse. 
“How dare you!” 

“He cut them himself,” pleaded 
May, now on the verge of tears. 

“You wicked little story-teller ! 
How did he reach the back of his 
head?” 

“Why—why—,” answered May, 
between her sobs, “why, he—he 
stood on the stool.” 


Secret Service 


—Moonshine 


M. Diamond: “If a barrel was 
full of water and you wished to make 
it lighter what would you fill it 
with ?” 

C. Hammond: “I give up; what 
would you fill it with?” 

M. Diamond:., “Simaile enough— 
I would s heard.” —Papet boles.” 


Eor AA 


on no good unless I strike,” said 
‘match. 

And you lose your head every 
» you do,” said the match box. 


\ 


jen you come to think of it, the 
rn girl’s knowledge of needle- 
\is often confined to putting a 
yne on the phonograph.—New 
s States. 
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*Twas a nice October morning, 
Last September in July; 

The moon lay thick upon the ground, 
The mud shown in the sky; 

The flowers were sweetly singing, 
The birds were in full bloom, 

And I went down in the cellar 

To sweep an upstairs room. 

The time was Tuesday morning, 
On Wednesday just at night, 

I saw a million miles away 

A house just out of sight. 

The walls projected backwards, 
The front was in the back, 

I stood between two others, 

And they were whitewashed black. 


Some of the questions freshmen 
ask of Miss Barnard: 

Do ships have eyes when they go 
out to sea? 

Are there springs on an ocean bed? 

Can a river lose its head? 

Are fishes crazy when they go in 
Seine? i 

Can an old hen sing her lay? 

Can you bring relief to a window 
pane? 

Or mend the break of day? 

What kind of a vegetable is a po- 
liceman’s beat? 

Is a newspaper white when it’s 
read? 

Is an undertaker’s business dead? 


C. T.: “What color do you like 
best ?” 


H. H.: “I like red, no matter 
what color it is.” 


They call Americans Yankees, 


| And the Germans they are Dutch, 


The English soldier Tommy, 

The Russians, they ain’t much. 

I wonder why they don’t call 
Them by their first n-a-m-e. 

I think they would appreciate it 
And much more satisfied be. 


They always say Buck, Red or 
Shorty, 

Pete or Jim or Joe or Spoke; 

It’s bad matters, don’t you know 

And may cause a-a-a-a-a-fight. 
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“Say It With Cauliflowers” 

“Have you seen May?” 

“May who?” 

“Why Mayonnaise.” 

“No; she is dressing and won’t 
lettuce.” 
We've met to do our English, 
The happiest task of all, 

To read our themese aloud 
And correct them by the class. 


Again we'll tell the story 

Of the language of our flag, 
Which each little correction 
Will help along our thought. 


We've met to recite our English, 
The mother tongue of our land, 
For this is the time to be merry, 
To joyfully speak and sing. 


So welcome, friends, we greet you, 
Young, old, the great and small, 
Tomorrow we hope to meet you 
In our English class room again. 
FRESHMAN. 
“Maud says she puts her whole 
heart into her cooking.” 
“She must have been heavy- 
hearted when she made this cake.” 


“My daughter must be taking a 
course in housework at college.” 

“Yes, she writes that she is on the 
scrub team.” 


M. Nichols: “Why he only lifted 
me over the creek for fun!” 

E. Herbert: “Well, that’s carry- 
ing a joke too far.” 

Pete Brown (calling signals): 
“E 4627 A2.” 

H. Grainger (absently): “Some- 
body has that out; will this do just 
as well?” 


SIMPLE ENOUGH 


W. R.: “How many people are 
at the door?” 

R. C.: “Why, there’s four.” 

W. R.: “But I see six.” 

R. C.: “Yes, but two of them are 
freshmen.” 


Socrates Yocum resolves never to miss 
his first hour. 


It takes the little freshman girls 
To show us how to play 

A snappy game of basketball 
And win the crown each day. 


They made the haughty seniors 
Fall humbly at their feet, 
And taught the Sophs. and Juniors 
The freshman can’t be beat. 
One of 26. 


Suppose we two were cast away 
Upon some desert strand, 
Where in the breeze the palm trees 
sway, 
A sunlit wonderland. 
Where human footstep never trod, 
Where tropic love birds coo, 
Like Eve and Adam we would dwell 
ith, gore a 


In f 
y 


Poetry En Route 
Princeton, New Jersey 
There was once a man from Nan- 
tucket, 
Who kept all his cash in a bucket, 
But his daughter named Nan, 
Ran away with a man, 
And as for the bucket, Nantucket. 
Chicago, Illinois 
But he followed the pair to Paw- 
tucket, 
The man and the girl with the 
bucket, 
And he said to the man, 
He was welcome to Nan, 
But as for the bucket, Pawtucket. 
New York 
Then the pair followed pa to Man- 
hasset. 
Where he still held the cash as an 
asset, 
Eut Nan and the man, 
Stole the money and ran, 
And as for the money, Manhasset. 


We ae i. 


“I asked you to send me young 
lettuce.” 
“Yes, ma’am. Didn’t we give you 


young lettuce?’ It’s almost old 
enough to wash and dress itself.” 
xx * 


“I want to get a good novel to read 
on the train—something pathetic,” 
said a woman to a book salesman. 
“Let me see. How would ‘The Last 
Days of Pompeii’ do?’ asked the 
salesman. 

“Pompeii? I never heard of him. 
What did he die of?” ` 

‘Tm not quite sure, ma’am,” re- 
plied the salesman; “some kind of 
eruption, lve heard.” —Paper Book. 

*** 


“I am no good unless I strike,” said 
the match. 

“And you lose your head every 
time you do,” said the match box. 


we y y 
WN OW 


When you come to think of it, the 
modern girl’s knowledge of needle- 
work is often confined to putting a 
new one on the phonograph.—New 
Oreans States. 
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Get the new 
records at 


Schmelzer’s 


511-513 Genesee 202-208 N. Hamilton 


Save $10 Save $10 


Plilton’s 


CLOTHES SHOP 
X 
Suits - Overcoats 


Fx 
128-130 $, Wastington Ave, 


A little out of the way 
but it pays to walk 


Save $10 Save $10 
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Myer Brothers 
DIAMOND MERCHANTS 


111 South Jefferson Ave. 


_ FRUEH'S 


“House of Flowers” 


PHONE: RIVERSIDE- 54 514 GENESEE AVE 


Compliments of 


The Home Dairy Co. 


Genesee Avenue 


TETAI 


Faan A 


Buys this 


Corona 
Typewriter 


ea 


CoronA 


The H. .B Arnold Co. 


Stationers and Office Outhitters 
129 N. Franklin Street. 


Smart! Stylish! 
Comfortable! 


A shoe you'll like to wear because 
it’s so easy. 

A shoe you'll be seen wearing be- 
cause its so good looking. 


KROLL 


121 N. Franklin 


PESETA ae m 


Higa 


AMAZON 
SAFET 


Conundrums 


Where do old maids go? 

Why to the Isle of Man. 
Bicycle riders? 

Wheeling. 
Cigar-makers? 

Havana. 

Cowards? 
Cape Fear. 
Surgeons? 

Lansing (why this is easy). 

Man who has a lunchroom? 

Sandwich Island. 

Crying babies. 

Lapland. 

“I was not always thus,” said the 
seedy-looking speaker. “When I first 
opened my eyes upon this dishonest 
world, our family circumstances were 
far better than are mine. Time was 
when I was accustomed to pass this 
very spot in my own carriage, and 
my mother—bless her!’’— 

“Used to push it,” finished an un- 
sympathetic member of the audience. 

“I can’t think what’s the matter 
with my watch,” said a man. “May- 
be it needs cleaning.” 

“Oh, no, daddy!” objected four- 
year-old Henry. ‘“’Cause baby and I 
had it in the bathroom washing it 
yesterday.” —The American Legion 
Weekly. 

* ¥* * 

“So yer brother Mike’s got a job as 
night watchman. He’ll save money.” 

“Phwhy so?” 

“Shure, he can siape ali day an’ 
save his board and work all night an’ 
save his lodgin’.”,—Boston Transcript 
what makes your nose go 


“The reflection of your soul? What 
do you mean?” asked the inquisitive 
one. 

“Shure, it’s the reflection of me soul,” 
retorted Pat. “Its glowin’ wid 
pleasure at me ability to ’tend to me 
own business.” —The American Boy. 
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WE PAY YOU TO 
SAVE 


PEOPLE’S 
SAVINGS BANK 


204 Genesee Avenue 


INTEREST Paid on all 


Savings Accounts and 


Per 
Cent 


Certificates of Deposit 


$1.00 will Start an Account 


S. G. KOEPKE 


General Insurance Real Estate 


Notary Public Surety Bonds 


403 Bearinger Bldg. 


SAGINAW, MICHIGAN 


H. D Siaka 
ei 
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Anderson's 


On Jefferson 


Strable Lumber 
& 
Salt Co. 


GEORGE GAUS 


Meats of Quality 


707 Hoyt Ave. 


ARTHUR R. ERNST, M. D. 
SAGINAW, MICH. 


DR. WALTER E. MOORE 
DENTIST 


WEICHMANN BUILDING 
Suite 404 Riverside 441-W 


HEIM’S DRUG STORE 


WM. HEIM, Pharmacist 


Corner Janes and 3rd Sts. 


Saginaw, Michigan 


BIG SONG HITS 


“Aggravating Papa” 

“He Loves It 

“Land O’ Romance” 

“Pm Just A Little Blue” 

“Down by the Old Apple Tree” 
“Back Home and Broke” 
‘Wonderful One” 

“Im Gonna Steal Somebody’s Baby” 
“Stop Your Kidden,” etc. etc. 


Kelsey’s Music Dept. 


202 Genesee Ave. 


William’s Ice Cream 
ALWAYS BEST 


Saginaw West Side 


Drugs Drugs 


Culver-Deisler Co. 


424 GENESEE AVE. 
Saginaw, Michigan 


MISTAKEN 


Penn—Hey, Al, were you waiting 
for a car? I hear one outside. 

State—W haddya mean car?— 
that’s Bill gargling his sore throat. 

ODE TO A LANDLADY 

Sixteen bucks.—Punch Bowl. 

“Can you name anything that is 
both rough and smooth at the same 
time?” 

“My gawsh! do you know her too?” 
---Jack O’Lantern. 

ee k 


A Post-office Romance. 
Friendship, New York. 
Love, Virginia. 

Kissime, Florida. 
Ring, Arkansas. 
Parson, Kentucky. 
Reno, Nevada. 
x * % 
Sad But True. 
May doesn’t rouge her lips, 
Neither does she paint; 
Is she a hit among the men? 
You know darn well she aint. 


When someone told me that Miss Bore 
Made music with her chin, 
Like a nut I went and asked her if 
She played the violin. 
“Generally speaking, women are-” 
“Yes, they are—’” 
“Generally speaking.” 


ee * 
“exc 


"man fraid Bill Mer! p to the 
page in a W7 sailor becar up to my 
room and see’ ...°~ C’s. la is there. 
Hurry now, because 4 just five 
minutes to catch the tra:h.” 

Three minutes later the boy came 
tripping down the stairs. “Yes, sir,’ 


he said. “It’s there all. right.” 
Johnny: ‘Mother, do I have to 
wash my face?” 
Mother: ‘Certainly, dear.” 
Johnny: “Aw, why can’t I powder 


it like you do yours?” 
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What you want 
When you want it 


AT A PRICE 
You're Glad To Pay 


Here’s the Story of the store's 


merchandise. 


Our Best Efforts for 


Perfect Service- Free 


rae M-W-TANNER ce. 


For a Hot Lunch 


WILLIAMS BROS. 
CANDY COMPANY 


412 Genesee Ave. 


z Is Just The Place 


Hot Pork 2 5 c 


Hot Veal 
LARC “hops Breaded 

` Potatoes, Bread and Butter 
Included. 


GRA. 
Gi 


our own candy fresh 
every day. 
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This Book was Printed by 


W. J. McCRON 


GENERAL JOB PRINTING 


212-214-216 N. Franklin 


SAGINAW, MICH. 


Graduation Gifts - - 


Frank L. Robinson & Go, 


The Jewelry Shop 
132 S. Washington Ave. 


NATIONAL BICYGI 


Sold in Saginaw by 


F. J. PROV‘ m. v. 


The Bicycle " 


122 N. Baum Str 


MRS. W. F. SCHULTZ 


AMERICAN BEAUTY SHOP 


121 N. Franklin St. 
Approved Marinello Bell Phone 1146-M 


Brunswick Records 
DAVIS MUSIC HOUSE 


Court Street West Side 


GIFTS 
FOR THE JUNE BRIDE 


Hamilton Beach Vacum Sweeper 


and 
Getzit Electric Washer 


CARTWRIGHT’S 
Next to Y.W.C.A. 219 So. Jefferson Fed. 1416-J 


WALL PAPER 
1Oc- | 5c-20c-25¢ 


Per Roll 


The Cream of the mis, and 
. ihiathing Over 
ALW5 Co BEST 


Saginaw j West Side 


Drugs Drugs 


Culver-Deisler Co. 


424 GENESEE AVE. 


| Saginaw, Michigan 


“Yes,” said Professor Brown to his 
friend, “I cannot understand how 
people forget the ages of their child- 
ren. I have no trouble. For instance, 
I was born three thousand years 
after Socrates; my wife eighteen 
hundred years after the death of 
Tiberius Caesar; my son John, two 
thousand years after the entrace into 
-Rome of Titu Sempronius Gracchus; 
and our Dora fifteen hundred years 
after the beginning of the Folk Wan- 
dering. It is perfectly simple, you 
see.” —Tit-Bits. 

Teacher: We borrowed our num- 
erals from the Arabs, our calendar 
from the Romans. Can anyone think 
of any other examples? 

Willie Willis: Our lawn mower 
from the Smiths, and our baby car- 
riage from the Bumps.—Tit-Bits. 


“I once owned a splendid dog,” 
said Percy. “He could distinguish 
between a vagabond and a respect- 
able person.” 

“What became of him?” asked 
Grace. 

“Oh, I was obliged to give him 
away. He bit me.” —fTit-Bits. 


“Is this dirigible absolutely safe?” 
asked the prospective buyer. 

“Safest on earth,” grunted the 
maker, cryptically.—Life. 


“Here, boy,” exclaimed the excited 
little man, as he rushed up to the 
page in a big hotel. “run up to my 
room and see if my umbrella is there. 
Hurry now, because I’ve just five 
minutes to catch the train.” 

Three minutes later the boy came 
tripping down the stairs. ‘Yes, sir,” 
he said. “Its there all. right.” 
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Johnny: ‘Mother, do I have to 
wash my face?” 

Mother: ‘Certainly, dear.” 

Johnny: “Aw, why can’t I powder 
it like you do yours?” 
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The 
United States Graphite 
Company 


Saginaw, Michigan, U. S. A. 


Branch Offices: 
New York. Philadelphia, Pitts- 
burgh. Chicago, St. Louis, 
Denver, San Francisco, 
Minneapolis 


LARGEST MINERS OF 
GRAPHITE IN THIS 
CONTINENT 


STUDENT LANTERN 


FINE STATIONERY 


Engraved Calling Cards 
Monograms 
Birthday and Everyday Greeting 
Cards 
Party Favors, Place Cards 
Tallies 


For Every Occasion. 


o 


THE M. C. GOOSSEN 


ENGRAVING CO. 


119 N. FRANKLIN STREET 


L. ROSOFF 
Ladies’ and Mens’ Clothes 
Remodelled 


CLEANING-PRESSING-REPAIRING 
319 LAPEER AVE. 


The Oppermann Fur Shop 


121 S. Jefferson Ave. 


Designers of Fine Furs. Ready to 
wear Furs carried in stock. Your old 
Fur Garments remodelled in the 
latest styles.. 


Always at Your Service 
CARL F. OPPERMANN, Prop, 


WIECHMANN’S 


The Store 
of 


BDE jE 
MALURS 


Let it be 
Your Store 


Ferguson & Wallace 
INSURANCE 


Riv.-Phone 130 . 120 So. Washington 
SAGINAW 


PHOTOGRAPHS 


A Photograph is a Record of 
Passing Time. 

These are Events One Ought 
to Record. 


DO NOT NEGLECT IT. 


0: 


Charles E. White 
305 Genesee Ave. Saginaw, Mich. 
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Some Clever Definitions. 


Here are some of the clever defini- 
tions given by pupils at a school ex- 
amination. 

Stability is taking care of a stable. 

A mosquito is the child of black and 
white parents. 

Monastery is the place for monsters. 

Tocsin is something to do with get- 
ting drunk. 

Expostulation is to have the small- 
pox. 

Anatomy is the human body. which 
consists of three parts, 1 the head; 2. 
the chest; 3, the stumick, The head 
contains the eyes and brains, if any. 
The chest contains the lungs and a 
piece of liver. The stumick is devot- 
ed to the bowels, of which there are 
five: a. e.i. o. u. and sometimes w. 
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“Prisoner, why did you follow this 
man and beat and kick him so shame- 
fully?” 

“I am sorry your honor, I was a lit- 
tle drunk and I thought it was my 
wife.” 

* X 2 


A Freshman - hesitated on the 
word ‘“‘concoiseur.”’ 
Pro.: “What would you call a man 
that pretends to know everything?” 
Fresh: “A professor.” 
x * x 


A woman put her tongue to a flat- 
iron to see if it was hot. The house- 
hold has ‘been remarkably quiet ever 
since. 


* * * 


Patrick mistook the head-lights of 
an engine for a fire-bug. He subse- 
quently joined the temperance soc- 
iety. 
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A clergyman told an Indian he 
should love his enemies. 

“I do,” said the latter, ‘‘for I love 
rum and whiskey and tobacco.” 


Bruno Martin Co. - 
Sheet Metal and Roofing Contractors 
814-816 Janes Ave. 


Federal 12 Saginaw, Mich. 


HINKLEY’S BONE LINIMENT 


For 66 vears a Favorite Household 
Remedy. One of the Oldest, Best, Safest 
and Most Useful of all Household Medic- 
ines for Summer and Winter Complaints, 
For External and Internal Uses. 


Compliments of 


Ripslinger Bros. 
DEALERS IN 
COAL - WOOD - COKE 


Builders Supplies 
Federal-470 300 CARROLTON St. Federal-469 


Compliments of 


Jackson-Chureh Co, 


WM. A. LANGE & SON, 


Radiators, Bodies and Fenders 
Repaired 
Radiators Built to Order 


Stewart 439 5'5 Hamilton St. 


STUDENT LANTERN 


D. E. WILSON 


REAL ESTATE, INVESTMENTS 
. INSURANCE and RENTALS 


Federal 329 X 318 Bearinger Bldg. 


GIFTS 


For All Occasions 


TRAVEL 
BIRTHDAY 
WEDDING 

ANNIVERSARY 


Most Interesting Shop in Town. 


415 Geneseee Ave 


Riverside 1818 


We Specialize in 


HIGH CLASS BAKING 


Dinners and Parties 
STEVENS 


Stewart 1065-W 116 North Michigan 


Spence Brothers 


General Contractors 
and Builders 
201-202 Brewer Arcade, Saginaw. 


SCHWAHN - KHUEN AGENCY 
V. E. Schwahn 
Clarence F. Graebner 
Harry L. Schwahn 
FIRE INSURANCE 


STEWART 51 


PACK BURROS USED 
TO PRODUCE FILM 


Pack burros were used to transport 
every ounce of building material and 
water used in the construction of an 
Irish cottage near Crag’s Lake, Cali- 
fornia, for the Metro production of 
“Peg O’ My Heart,” the famous play 
by J. Hartley Manners in which Lau- 
rette Taylor stars under the direction 
of King Vidor, and appearing at the 
Wolverine Theatre. 

Crag’s Lake is located in the moun- 
tainous regions about forty miles 
north of Los Angeles. Since it was 
impossible for trucks to approach 
closer than a quarter of a mile to the 
hillside site on which the cottage was 
built, burros were secured for the 
difficult work. 

The initial scenes of “Peg O’ My 
Heart” were filmed on this location. 
It was a novel introduction to motion 
picture location work for Miss Taylor 
and her husband, Mr. Manners. The 
nearest available camp site was two 
miles distant and they resided in a 
log cabin mountain cottage during 
the filming of the exterior scenes. 

This spot for the location was 
selected after a complete survey of 
all the logical Southern California 
sites. It was the only place that was 
typical of the part of Ireland in which 
a portion of the action of this story 
is laid. 
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As the taylor says, keep pressing 
on; keep fresh, but don’t get fresh. 

The bee that gets the honey never 
loafs around the hive. 

Nobody will step on a live wire, so 
be one. 

Never borrow trouble, even if you 
have to be without it. 

Let those who know nothing keep 
it secret. 

Better be a self-starter than a 
crank. 

The time to quit is never when you 
feel like it. 

Never admit you are discouraged 
even to yourself. 


